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Here she is—that 


Stand ve ona! 


man-crazy, dazzle- 


dancing Jones gal! 





It’s torrid! It’s terrific! 






It’s the musical 






marvel the 






whole world 






has been 







waiting for! 


\ 
OTTO PREMINGER “< 


resents 


OSCAR HAMMERSTEIN'S 






Any man can win when Carmen’s his gal! 





CINEmaScoPE 
The wild jeep ride that started the trouble! 


Color by DE LUXE 
In the wonder of High-Fidelity STEREOPHONIC SOUND 


Starring 


HARRY BELAFONTE-DOROTHY DANDRIDGE 
PEARL BAILEY: OLGA JAMES JOE ADAMS 


duced and Directed by Book and Lyrics by Screen Play by Music by 


| O1T0 PREMINGER - OSCAR HAMMERSTEIN, 2nd - HARRY KLEINER - GEORGES BIZET 
Released by 20th CENTURY-FOX 





A real gal will go the limit for her man! 





“<ie 

















| vou cHoose] NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED! Cr . 
Sige from more than You’ve never read more exciting news! Think of making ' a 
J : : as much as $30.00 a week in your spare time, right in your 
100 own neighborhood, and also taking your pick of more 
E than 100 beautiful colorful, late-style dresses . . . which 
Ps TYLES won’t cost you a single penny! All you do now is mail the 













coupon at the bottom of this page. Don’t send any money 
now or any time. You'll receive absolutely free the most 
thrilling display of gorgeous styles you ever saw... all 
the latest fashions... all the new miracle wonder fab- 
rics like dacron, nylon, orlon, rayon and scores of the 
all important sparkling cottons with the glamorous new 
finishes . . . in convertibles, casuals, mix-and-match, 
separates—house dresses, suits, sportswear, and hosiery 
and lingerie too . . . also adorable children’s dresses! 
Up to $30.00 a week cash and the personal dresses you 
select, all without one penny cost are yours just for show- 
ing the/beautiful styles and sending only a few orders for 
friends, neighbors, co-workers, and members of your 
family. That’s all! You don’t pay a cent for your own 
dresses—and you can get dress after dress, a whole ward- 
robe, this easy way! What a wonderful way to use your 
spare hours, evenings, and weekends! So don’t wait. Just ‘ 
mail the coupon and everything you need will be rushed 
to you postpaid and ABSOLUTELY FREE! 


Women like you write exceptional letters like these 


No Longer 
Buys Dresses! 
The dresses | used to buy 
' paying 
lor them! And | make 
$12.00 to $15.00 in a 


week spare time 
ROTHY HOUGH, Mo. 


DO 

FREE! JUST MAIL THE 
=» COUPON BELOW! 

Just write your name, address, and dress size on 

coupon (paste it on a postcard), and we'll send 

you the big style display so you can start 


collecting EXTRA CASH and getting 
your personal dresses without cost! ¥ 


HARFORD FROCKS, Inc. A3*ig4%s- 
Dept. N-1117,Cincinnati 25, Ohio Are 93g’ 


5 
In Canade write to: Harford Frocks » We by 
(Canada) Ltd., 2241 Lariviere St, 


hare” setae ee. 
PASTE ON POSTCARD—AND MAIL! 


Harford Frocks, Inc., Dept N-1117,Cincinnati 25, Ohio 
RUSH POSTPAID AND ABSOLUTELY FREE the big, 
valuable Harford Frocks Style Display so I can start quickly 
making extra money in spare time and getting my pe 
dresses without paying one penny for them. 



















2 Hours 
Pays $10.00 
My first experience with 
Harford Froc netted 
me $10.00 in about 2 
hours. It was fun, and 





made new 
S.W. COLE, West Virginia. 
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Rh tikcn ete BR siccdasess 
in Canada, write 2241 Lariviere St., Montreal 24, P.Q. 
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Include Initials. ..........0000. (25¢ per letter). 
PT INS 6 bracuce caracigio-nncareteenieerenie aise andiers 
NG 08 00 ¥0600000meeseeddesiowewegeees 
City Ge ee 


Check here if enclosing full payment with this 
coupon 


(Same 10-day trial and Money-Back Guarantee.) 


You to save 


100 a Year 





FORCES 











Get this Automatic 


DATE & AMOUNT BANK 


25¢ a day Keeps Calendar up-to-date 
Also Totals Amount Saved! 


How would you like to save almost 
$100.00 a year in quarters without ever 
missing them? Would you like to have 
money for Christmas or birthday gifts, 
appliances,clothes, vacations,children’s 
education, or just a rainy day? Most 
people never get around to saving, but 
now, with the new miracle Banclok Date 
and Amount Bank, it’s fun to save a 











quarter every day—and 

how it mounts up! Reg. $3.50 
HERE'S HOW IT WORKS: |Mail Order 
Banclok forces you to save because Special 

it is net just an ordinary bank—it's a 

perpetual calendar, too. Every time 198 
you put in @ quarter the automatic 

calender changes the dete. What's PPD. 
more, Banclok aiso totals the amount Personalize 
you save. Can be used year after with initials 
year. Start saving as soon as you get | 25cperletter 
it. Guveranteed mechanism and key. 





Order 2 Bancleks and save DOUBLE. Order now direct 
from maker. 
SEND NO MONEY 


Just meil coupen tedey. Your Bancioks will be sent 
C.0.D. fer 10-day tricl. Guaranteed to show you a profit 
in only 8 days or Money Back. 


FREE 10-Day Trial ‘“‘On Approval’’ 
=o asa Mail Order Today mwa m 
LEECRAFT—Dept. IN 
300 Albany Ave., Brooklyn 13, N. Y. 


Rush me....... Banclok Date and Amount Banks 
for 10-day trial. I'll pay postman $1.98 each plus 
C.0.D. postage (Money-Back Guarantee). 


SAVE ¢. O. D. “end POSTAGE CHARGES 


Then we pay all shipping charges. 






































VOL. V, NO. 3 
JANUARY, 1955 






JOHN H. JOHNSON 
Editor and Publisher 


A. S. “DOC” YOUNG 
Managing Editor 


FREDA DE KNIGHT 


Home Service Director 


WILLIE E. MILES 
Agency Manager 


BEN BYRD 
Art Editor 


SYLVESTRE C. WATKINS 
Circulation Director 
ADVERTISING MANAGERS 


WILLIAM P. GRAYSON’ LE ROY JEFFRIES LOUIS R. JOHNSON 


Eastern Midwest Western 
sx STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 
I ae EE BES so. neo ce cceescvvscetewneereaneeee eee 14 
NN OS) FOTO O TT CTT OTE T TTT ee ee 26 
POT PCOS EPEC oe ere rt errr 28 
eens Gar tee Raktey Tease... 2.5 ss escsovpedsvesdscesvsvcees 34 
| CREE ee ee 78 
sx SPECIAL FEATURES 
rr D . . ... +o ennsisas see ds eae eaeeS auwewaors 7 
It’s Rough Being Handsome.................+++. By Arthur Prysock 10 
Money Can’t Buy Friends.......... By Gloria (La Bommie) Howard 17 
eh EE 6 soo ce cncsesncecsetebaed bend mece pe redmiess 18 
SN enc iscecss ocd 6006s senate behead perder 18 
MEE, 5.6vcswscstevceecseucpetenebenen By Al Hibbler 19 
NT TEINS 6-65 6h o ovicareetns tecsvveeunn By Big Jay McNeely 21 
Will Hollywood Let Negroes Make Love?............020eeeeeeeeees 22 
sx DEPARTMENTS 
divin ton ctvens 00 ghe sbeebs ee eee arenas Seaebetens 5 
NS STP ORTEEUTETETOCOL ETT TC re 12 
EE eT NC TEE EE TS By James Goodrich 16 
IN TE SEND in. 04060 ss sccevesecceseeuen By Margo Hughes 20 
a a sia ie ncnt iat dgsoow 20s wk ULAR RAE lore SC 44 
Health (Medical Science Solves Murders) .................-++2008- 49 
ihe. x cei as CACd 6 ie pa oe dnp 04.0 Meee na beanaieeS 51 
yx HOME SERVICE MAGAZINE 
IE, icaiaiis s olla ieaisin bad sid eso ie-* #6 we RE eA 38 
DE ris dpbiebtektsderseenne sexs 604 oie eebeeeeseeeeaudeses4 40) 
I ick Waihh dada Sihede alate © vo ved eee NESE Say 42 
I a ag lei cst aca psa ire: & Wg es el ae A ecmiaae e e 46 


Cover Photo Of Dorothy Dandridge And Harry Belafonte 
By 20th Century-Fox Studios 


TAN BA a monty by. Johnson Publishing Co., 1820 South Michigan Avenue. Chicago 16, Illinois. New York 
Offices at 55 West 42nd S Los Angeles offices at 1 tay ‘Wilshire Boulev nd class matter at Post Office 
at caloneo » Bikes pai = the ro' of March 3, 1879. Entire contents mg oo 1955 by Fo acti Publishing Co., Inc.. Repro- 
duction in’ whole or part prohibited without per ‘All s iy 
envelopes and return postage. The blish nor return of unsolicited manuscripts. Names of per- 
sons or business firms in all stories are not actual and all names ity baat, if_of living Persons, are purely coincidental. 
otos are of models who are not actually involved in any of the stories. SUBSCR 1 year as issues) . 2 years 
a $5. Canada and Pan-American countries $4 a year. Other foreign countries $5 a year. Single copies 25 cents 




















Dea 


lette 
ans 
ing 
I st 
tow 
bef 
tior 
whe 


Des 
thir 


cit) 


mo’ 


ski 
an 
to 


De 


wa 





10. 3 
1955 


IT 


or 


14 
26 
28 
34 
78 





WEAKLY 


DELVED 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am hoping that you will answer this 
letter in person but if you can’t will you 
answer it in your magazine? I am go- 
ing to have a baby and am not married. 
I still live at home (we live in a small 
town) but I will have to leave very soon 
before folks begin to notice my condi- 
tion. Is there any place you can tell me 
where to go? Sincerely yours, 

L.T.E. 
Dear L.T.E.: 

Your best bet is to stay home and face 
things and have your baby where you 
know it will be taken care of. The big 
city is no place for a lonely expectant 
mother. There are homes set up in your 
state that will care for unmarried moth- 
ers and I might suggest that you call 
your county welfare department and get 
the addresses of such places. However, 
if I were you I would stay at home and 
have my baby there regardless of what 
the town gossipers will say. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I would like to have some very nice 
young ladies write to me. I’m a lonely 
young man 22 years old and will be 
happy to strike up correspondence with 
girls. I am five feet eight inches tall, 
weigh 149 pounds and have light brown 
skin. My habits are smoking, basketball 
and going to the movies. I will be glad 
to exchange photos. 


CLIFTON HUNTER (Cpl.) 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am a freshman in college and I have 
a boy friend whom I love very much. He 
was my first love and we have been 








WINDOW CLASS 





Ne. SITA 
DATE BAIT 


$395 
14K Gold plated bow-knots 
and rims. Black, Brown, Bive 
or Pink Pearl frames. 


BE-BUP" 
PERSONALITY CLASSES 


BEBOP* Glasses make you really differ- 
ent, highlight your personality and 
make you more attractive. The fine qual- 
ity lenses—in clear white or green tint — 
have no power and are restful to wear. 





Ne. 515 
Black, brown, bive or pink 
peorl frames. Gold plated 
front and sides. 










No. 616 
GEORGIA PEACH $395 


Semi-rimless glasses with 24K. 
Gold plated brow and eor- 
pieces Clear, Green or Rose 
Tinted lenses. 



























LEATHERETTE CASE 
with every pair of glasses 


FREE 


No. 522 

BEAU CATCHER 695 
Wonderfully 
attractive — 
they're really men 
Catchers! Smart Demi- 
Amber Brown or Black 
frames with Gold 
plated trim. Genuine 
optical zy! frames. 





No. 222 

BEAU CATCHER DELUXE 
The only genuine optical 
Bops with real GOLD 

FILLED trim. Black $395 
or Shell frames. 
Same Style os above for MEN 


No. 519 DUKE 
Ne. 219 DUKE DELUXE (GOLD FILLED) $895 







Diamond 
type jewels 
twinkle in the delicate Mother-of- 
Pearl Daisies that ornament this 
beauty. wonderful frame for 
“‘come-hither”’ eyes. Your choice of 
Brown or Black frames. A ‘‘must” 
for special occasions. 



































No. 284 HE-MAN 
Women love this new 
look. Distinguished 
straight top in Tortoise 
Shell, Black or Brown 
genuine optical zy! 
frame. Special wire- 
core temple permits 
instant ad- 
justment for 
perfect fit. $495 














No. 322 
YOUNG 
EXECUTIVE 
Latest fashion men's 
| glasses make you 
more handsome, more 
attractive to the girls. 
Ladies . . . buy these 
Hollywood style 
glasses for all your 
friends . hey'll 
love you for it. Brown 
Shell or Black frames. 


“REG. U.S $395 


PAT. OFF. Ben. 





5 
meee eee 
[HERMAN OPTICAL CO., 201U. Market St. Newark 2,N.1. 
Send $1 deposit with all C.0.D. orders. Pay postman | 


balance. Style No. 





No. 106 GLAMOUR BOP-TOP | tens Color Frame Color — | 
Saucy eyes dance demurely behind 
glasses of smart simplicity. Choose Bive | Name | 
or Pink Pearl frames for your feminine 
moments — Brown Shell or Black for your | Address | 
Career Girl days $395 
I city... SSS ae | 












10 DAY FREE TRIAL 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 


201 U. Market St., Newark 2, NJ 











Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring can make 
your hair as lovely as you wish it could be 


... gives youthful color to gray hair .. . adds 
glowing new color to drab, colorless hair 
. . Starts you looking younger, lovelier . . . 


this very day. 


You can depend upon Godefroy’s Larieuse, 


the famous brand in the red box . . 


approved, for more than 


. known, 
50 years. Get it at 


your favorite cosmetic counter this very day! 


In 18 flattering shades 







































=—_ 








. Shampoo hair thoroughly. 
As it dries, mix Godefroy's 
Larieuse as directed. 


, & Apply Godefroy’s Larie- 
use with handy applicator in- 
cluded in package. 


3. After color has devel- 
oped, shampoo hair again, 
set in your favorite style. 





IGODEFROY MFG. CO. +¢ 3510 OLIVE e ST. LOUIS 3, mo .| 








courting six years. However we were 
not able to live in the same town because 
he had to move away with his parents, 
He is now in the Marines, but before he 
left he asked me to wait for him. We 
seem to love each other as much now as 
we did when we first met, but something 
is troubling me. I promised I would wait 
for him until he got out of the service 
and he has spent most of his furloughs 
with me. Recently I found a letter that 
another girl had written to him asking 
when he wanted to marry her. I con- 
fronted him with the letter and he ad- 
mitted that he had been dating this girl. 
He was stationed near her home town 
and met her at a party. However he 
said that he did not really love her. Now 
since I found the letter I am doubting 
his love for me. He still comes to see 
me when he’s on furlough but he doesn’t 
write quite as often as before. His fam- 
ily seems to like me and mine like him 
too. He has two years left to serve but I 
can’t help wondering if he actually loves 
me or is just playing the field. Please 
give me your opinion. Sincerely, 

JUANITA BROWN 
Dear Juanita: 

If you are not formally engaged to 
this boy then I see no reason why you 
should expect his complete attention. 
While you are in school you should not 
restrict your social ventures nor cut 
yourself off completely from any activ- 
ities while waiting for your boy friend 
to get out of the service. Probably he 
did love you when he went away and 
had all the intentions in the world of 
being true to you. However we are all 
human and desire the company of 
others. That is most likely the main 
reason he has been dating other girls 

. and rightfully so if he is not off- 
cially engaged to you. If you are wise 
you will become acquainted with other 
boys and enjoy your years at college. 
Then just in case you are still serious 
about your childhood sweetheart you 
will be ready when he wants to marry 


you. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I will soon be drafted into the Army 
but I will leave a girl behind me who 
wants to get married. I really can’t af- 
ford to be married, but this girl expects 
me to marry her and take her with me. 
We have been going steady since I was 
15. She graduated last year from high 
school and did (Continued on Page 75) 











sacl @ Marriages to a man three times her age and to one of her 
arents, 6 e own age has given Elaine Robinson Bushnell keen insight 
ore he ae into problems of husband-holding. 
n. e 6 
mh ° P By Elaine Robinson Bushnell 
thing © O WOMAN can advise another on as a star, although even a great‘ per- 
1 wait @ « + * how to hold her husband, and cer- former such as he had to work hard to 
ervice ® 2 tainly I do not pretend to be an expert stay on top. Bob, however, still has his 
oughs on the subject after less than two years goal to make and it is up to me to help 
r that of marriage. My husband, Bob, laugh- him. For the first time, I can not only - 
sking ingly reminds me that it has been just 18 share in my husband’s success but can 
con- months since we went to the altar and have the satisfaction of working beside 
e ad- suggests, “Maybe you'd better wait a him to win it. 
girl. little longer and then see how it works And this, I think, is the most impor- 
town out, darling.” Of course he is only jok- tant rule for a woman who wants to hold 
r he ing; we are both deeply in love and. her man—take a sincere interest in his 
Now tremendously happy. work, whatever it is. 
rting I do feel that there are certain things Bob is leader of a fast-rising musical 
) see 
esn’t 
fam- 
him 
ut | 
ves 
2ase 
WN 
to 
you 
on. 
not 
cut 
lv- 
nd 
he 
nd = 
of . 
all Elaine and Bob Bushnell, now leader of a fast-rising musical combo, met when both 
of worked with Louis Jordan, quickly learned they had much in common, got married. 
an Her first husband, the late Bill (Bojangles) Robinson, was three times her age. 
Is | have learned that more or less apply to combo, “The Hot Toddys,” which in- 
i. most men. This is not to say that all cludes “Butch” Ballard, formerly with 
“ men are alike—far from it! I’m quite Duke Ellington, on drums; Frank Hep- 
‘3 sure that there’s no man in the world as __ pinstall, tenor sax; and Jimmy MacIn- 
" sweet and kind and considerate as Bob. tyre, piano. Bob plays the electric bass, 
. And every wife who is truly in love feels an instrument much easier to handle 
: the same way about her husband. than the old style bass fiddle. There are 
: Because I was a widow when Bob and __ not too many of them around and I re- 
I met and fell in love, some might think member the first time Bob heard of the 
that my first marriage prepared me for new electronic bass. We were both ap- 
the second. In some respects this is true, pearing with Louis Jordan at the time 
but in others it is not; being the wife of and playing in Atlantic City. Bob heard 
, Bill “Bojangles” Robinson was an un- some musicians talking about the elec- 
usual experience in many ways. tric bass and afterward he went to an 
To begin with, there were none of the — instrument shop to see for himself. He 
*at®®fe difficulties that the average young couple _ tried it out and was quite disappointed 
faces in starting out together. Uncle because it sounded nothing like the reg- 
Bo—as he was called by everyone who _ ular bass. 
knew him well—was already established But he was determined to master the 
7 
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#470 “ANGEL STRIPES” 
He'll adore you in this 
crisp, feminine, curvey 
striped Taffeta* date 
blouse. Dazzling jewel 
buttons; daring scoop 
neck. White with Red; 
White with Black. 
Sizes 32 to 38. 


7 is 


—~ 
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#522 “BACK INTEREST” 
Twe-faced Skirt 

That dream man will turn 
his head for another look 
when you stroll by in our 
slim, slinky skirt! 
Silky Taffeta* with 
giant hip pockets; 
back zipper; button 
trim on pockets and 
double slits at hem. 
Black, Red or Grey. 
Sizes 10 to 20. 


5.98 


*Rayon and Acetate 


COPYRIGHT 1954 
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| FREDERICK'S of Hollywood, Dept. 11 | 
| 5430 Hollyweed Bivd., Hellyweed 27, Calif. { 
Send #470 @ $3.88. Size___Color. I 
j Send #522 @ $5.98. Size__Ist Color__2nd_ ! 
i | enc. payment () SendC.0.0. $1 deposit enclosed : 
| Name f 
| Address : 
i i 





City & Zone State. 
EVERY PENNY BACK IF NOT DELIGHTED 


ASTHMA 


“ror NO-COST TRIAL OFFER! 


FY OU SUFFER FROM BRONCHIAL a 
:48) S rom 

write quick for daring Wo-Wlek: Mo-Goek Tris or vial Offer. “No 
matter if you consider your case ‘‘hopeless’’— Write Today! 
NACOR, 76-P State Life Bidg. ta 4, ind. 


THE FASCINATING DUTIES OF A 
PRACTICAL NURSE 


No high school needed to Graduate with 

Diploma. P: Prefesaion pays up to $500 a month. 

pleasant work in good times or bad. 

A ges 16-60. Doctor’s endorsement of this 
st course. Average lesson only $1.48 

F RE F ‘beenies gives ali facts. Send 
name on postcard today! 














The Lincein School of Practical Nursin | 
805 Larrabee St., Dept. T-1, Les Angeles 46, Calle 
Rush 16-page FREE booklet ‘‘Careers in Nursing”’ | 





























new instrument and I encouraged him. 
It turned out that the first one he tried 
out had been tuned incorrectly, so he 
immediately bought one and continues 
to practice long hours each day even af- 
ter becoming quite expert on it. Bob was 
already one of the top bassists but when 
something new and better came along he 
was not afraid to tackle it. This ambition 
is one of the many things about him that 
I admire. 

Another thing I feel it is important for 
a wife to keep in mind is her personal 
appearance. When a woman first meets 
a man and during the time they are en- 
gaged, she is always well-dressed and 
carefully groomed; she makes every ef- 
fort to make a good impression. She 
should do the same after marriage be- 
cause after winning her man she’s got to 
hold him. 

I also think it is important for both 
husband and wife to get along well with 
their in-laws. I met Bob’s parents, Mr. 
and Mrs. Robert Bushnell, Sr., of Phil- 
adelphia, soon after meeting Bob and 
liked them immediately. They welcomed 
me so warmly that my friendship with 
Bob ripened into mutual love. And my 
mother took Bob into her affection like 
a real son and he thinks the world of her. 
In fact, between engagements he spends 
more time over at her house in Brooklyn 
than at home. My nephews and nieces 
love to hear him play ahd they are his 
favorite audience. “They may not pay 
an admission,” he laughs, “but they’re 
my loyalist fans!” 

After the death of Uncle Bo, I was cer- 
tain I would not remarry. At least, not 
until far in the future. His passing in 
1950 stunned me in such a manner that 
I felt old and mature, cut off from life 
and the exciting things that were hap- 
pening all around me. So for almost two 
years I remained in semi-seclusion, away 
from the friends I had made during my 
brief career as a dancer. 

I was very young when I married 
Uncle Bo, and although he was almost 
three times my age, I had a sort of 
settled affection for him which made it 
easy for me to put aside my own ambi- 
tions and devote my life to him. He was 
quite firm about not wanting me in show 
business, so I traveled with him and sat 
quietly in his reflected glory. 

Uncle Bo could not be considered an 
old man; I could barely keep up with 
him. The minute he’d hit town after a 
tour he’d be ready to go out and see 








































An effervescent person, Elaine was forbid- 
den to enter show business by her late 


dancer-husband, Bill Robinson. 


what was happening in Harlem; he 
didn’t want to miss a thing. He had so 
much energy that I sometimes was con- 
vinced he had made a mistake in his age. 
I recall how, before we were married, he 
used to visit our house and my sisters 
and I would put on our slacks and 
wrestle with him all over the kitchen. 
Mother would shake her head wonder- 
ingly and say, “I don’t know who is in 
the 60’s, you kids or Uncle Bo!” 

I was constantly reminded and always 
amazed at the tremendous respect he 
commanded wherever he went. Once 
when he was booked into the Flamingo 
in segregated Las Vegas, Nev., the 
management insisted that the two of us 
stay at the hotel despite their usual pol- 
icy. We were treated royally and I even 
danced in the chorus there one night! 

It came about when the chorus girls, 
all of them white, decided to play a 
trick on Uncle Bo. As part of his act he 
would do a dance step and the chorus 
girls, lined up behind him, would im- 
itate it. On this particular night the 
girls took me into their dressing room 
and gave me a costume. Precisely on cue 
we danced out on stage and Uncle Bo 
went into his routine. He did a step, but 
instead of following him we in the 
chorus continued our time step. 

Being an incomparable showman, this 
didn’t bother Uncle Bo in the least. 
Without looking around or missing a 
he called out, “See if you can do 
Again he led off and again 
(Continued on Page 73) 


beat, 
this one.” 
we failed to 
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THATS YOU 
UP THERE 


where the 


livinge’s good! 





That’s YOU, elevated to the world’s 
best living by the proven brands of 
products that never let you down— 
and for a very down-to-earth reason: 
each manufacturer has to live up to 
the highest standard set by his com- 
petitors. His product has to be good 
to survive—it’s as simple as that. So 
if he changes it at all, you can be sure 


he’s aiming at something better. 


That’s why you can shop so confidently, 
so profitably, so easily, by buying prod- 
ucts with responsible names. Living 
on top of the world? — you bet! But 
you’re on ground as safe and sound as 
your own back yard. | 


Easy to keep up on what’s good: just 
read the ads in this magazine. 


BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION 


INCORPORATED 
A NON-PROFIT EDUCATIONAL FOUNDATION 
37 WEST 57 STREET, NEW YORK 19, N. Y. 


WANT CONFIDENCE? PATRONIZE THE DEALER WHO PROVIDES YOUR FAVORITE BRANDS 
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225-pound former truck driver and 
rt-order cook, Prysock sings with a 
deep, heavy-vibrato voice: 






























¥ Raub 


Handsome singer Arthur Prysock admits that it makes a man 


feel good to have women fuss over him, but adds: “Without 
ability, looks won’t help much.” 


TS ROUGH BEING handsome—but 
in some ways it’s swell to be hand- 
some. Not that I consider myself any 
more handsome than the next guy, but 
people have called me that and if it’s 
true, I’m grateful. I need something to 
compensate for these 225 pounds I carry 
around! Seriously, though, this whole 
business is all a matter of opinion, and 
a man who is handsome to one person 
may be strictly crow bait to another. 

In show business it pays to be pre- 
sentable; the customers go for a pleasing 
appearance whether the entertainer is 
male or female. But as it’s been said so 
often, looks are only skin deep. Without 
ability, looks won’t help much; the pub- 
lic is quick to spot the performer who is 
trying to make it on looks alone. 

I must admit that it feels good to have 
women make a fuss over me, to run up 
and throw their arms around me at the 
end of a show. But only because that is 
one of the best indications that my songs 
are going over; the type of songs I sing 
are meant to move people emotionally. 
I am well aware that there is nothing 
more to such demonstrations. 

However, they do occur practically 
everywhere I appear. Once in Chicago, 
a fellow actually slapped the girl he was 


By Arthur Prysock 


with because she came over to talk to me 
after the show. Of course it was foolish 
of him to become angry over something 
as innocent as that, and he certainly had 
no right to hit her. She meant nothing 
by it and as far as I’m concerned it’s 
just good box office. 

Not long ago in a newspaper inter- 
view, a movie starlet named Patricia 
Medina was quoted as saying, “You can 
have the pretty boys. I’d rather have 
homely men for dates. They are better 
in many ways. They are more attentive. 
They are not conceited. They listen to 
what you have to say. They appreciate 
what they have, since they haven’t relied 
on their looks.” 

Well, I certainly haven’t tried to get 
by on my looks. I really had to sing 
those nights I appeared in local taverns 
up in Hartford, Conn. In 1942, I had 
come North with my family from Greens- 
boro, N. C., where I had just finished 
Dudley high school. I went to work in a 
local aircraft factory, but soon got the 
urge to follow my sister, Gladys into 
show business. She was singing with 
Erskine Hawkins’ band, and since we 
both had sung in church choirs back 
home I decided that there was a chance 
that I might achieve the same success. I 
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Prysock pauses for chat with actress Marilyn Maxwell and National Broadcasting Company announcer Bill Williams during intermis- 
sion of successful engagement at New York’s Birdland. Prysock is equally adept with blues and ballads, is rated close to “Mr. B.” 


did well singing in small clubs, but it 
was soon clear that competition would 
become a lot stiffer the closer I got to 
my goal—the top. 

In passing, I’d just like to say that I 
don’t see how anyone who has come up 
the hard way can be conceited. The hard 
knocks that are a part of launching a 
career in show business is generally a 
sure cure for big-headedness. 

In 1943, Buddy Johnson came to Hart- 
ford and I asked him for a chance to 
sing with his band. Buddy gave me that 
chance and | was hired on the spot. I 
was male vocalist for Buddy for eight 
years—the biggest eight years of my 
career. Never once did I feel I had a 
boss; Buddy has a knack of making all 
the fellows in the organization feel like 
brothers. 

But eventually the time came when I 
decided it was best for me to go out on 
my own. A short time later I left Decca, 
for whom I’d been recording for 10 
years. During that time my first hit 
records were made while I was with the 
band—They All Say I’m the Biggest 
Fool and | Wonder Where My Love Has 
Gone. My newer recordings are Mer- Flashing broad, appreciative smile, Prysock accepts Chick Webb Memorial trophy from 
cury releases. distillery executive Joe Makel. Although Prysock is target for feminine fans, he is 
married to a lovely woman who first attracted him in 1946 because “she was different.” 
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I recall when (Continued on Page 72) 





new mother 


lhe love that makes a doll her baby is the beginning of 
motherhood for a little girl... the start of love-giving 
that will make her strive and fight for the security of 
those she loves as long as she lives. 


Take care of your doll-baby, little girl. It is one of 
the world’s most precious playthings. 
The security that springs from love is the 
very heart of our living. It is a privilege 
known only in a country such as ours, where 
men and women are free to work for it. 


And when we live up to the privilege of 
taking care of our own, we also best take care 
of our country. For the strength of America 
is to be found in its secure homes all joined in 
a common security. 


Let America’s security be founded on 
the security of your home! 


Saving for security is easy—on the Payroll Savings Plan for invest- 
ing in United States Savings Bonds. 

This is all you do. Go to your company’s pay office, choose the 
amount you want to save—a couple of dollars a payday, or as much 
as you wish. That money will be set aside for you before you even 
draw your pay. And automatically invested in United States 
Series “E” Savings Bonds which are turned over to you. 

If you can save only $3.75 a week on the Plan, in 9 years and 8 
months you will have $2,137.30. 

U.S. Series “E” Savings Bonds earn interest at an average of 
3% per year, compounded semiannually, when held to maturity! 
And they can go on earning interest for as Jong as 19 years and 8 
months if you wish. 

if you want your interest as current income, ask your 
banker about 3% Series “H” Bonds which pay interest 
semiannually by Treasury check. 

The U.S. Government does not pay for this adverti t. It ie donated by this 


blication in cooperation with the Advertising Council and the Magazine Publishers 
of America, 



















Letters 


HE RESENTS CRUEL REMARKS 


I have just finished reading your October 
issue of TAN. I really and truly can say | 
enjoy every issue I read. In one article 
“Letters To The Editor,” a young female was 
very much wrong. I admit some men treat 
women wrong, but that happens in all races, 
But as far as Negro men treating white women 
as queens, she’s all wet. 

I'll admit that there are a few that might 
make a difference, but I consider both the 
same. There must be at least one Negro man 
that this girl considers polite and understand- 
ing. 

| can’t seem to find words to express my- 
self. All I can say is that I resent her cruel 
remarks about us men. I really think she 
should have taken time to cool off before she 


wrote. 
A/3c Harry I. Collins, Jr. 
Mt. Home AFB, Idaho 


GI WANTS PEN PALS 


I am a GI over here in Japan and I don’t 
receive any mail from the girls back in the 
states. My buddies have been riding me about 
it, so one day one of my buddies told me that 
I should write TAN since I read them all the 
time, and ask them if they could help me. 

| wish you would run a line in your book for 
me asking some girl who is lonely in the 
states to write to a lonely GI over here in 
Japan. 

I am 5’ 8” tall and weigh 168 Ibs. I have 
hazle colored eyes and am from Detroit, Mich- 


igan. 
Pfc. Bobby Speights 
US 55464515, APO 500 


San Francisco, California 


“I DIDN’T TRUST MY HUSBAND” 

I must say without doubt, that TAN is the 
best literature on the newsstands today. I was 
very interested in “I Didn’t Trust My Hus- 
band.” Carol’s love wasn’t deep enough for 
Phil, because if it had been, she wouldn’t have 
doubted him at first. Well, Phil’s love won 
her back, and he never gave up, so I was 
happy with the ending. 

The other story, “One Husband Too Many” 
—now that really ended up wonderful. I was 
so very happy for Nettie and Guy. 

Barbara Smith 
Oxford, North Carolina 


“PART-TIME VIRGIN” 


I enjoy reading all of the TAN stories. 
Have been reading them ever since they came 
out. 

I would like for you to tell Judy that she 
wrote her story seven years too late—‘Part- 
Time Virgin” in the October issue. 

I am glad that everything turned out all 


right- for her though. 
Elizabeth Norville 
Roslyn Harbor, N. Y. 


“MIXED MARRIAGE” 

While reading “My Mixed Marriage Failed,” 
I came upon the following discrepancies. In 
one paragraph, Miss Guyse said that she mar- 
ried a young soldier in the Air Force. Later 
in the paragraph was the statement “and he 
was still in the Army.” 

Since 1947, the U. S. Air Force has been 
an independent organization. If he was in the 
Air Force, he was not a soldier, but an air- 
man. Also, if he was in the Air Force, how 
could he be in the army too. If this happened 
before 1947, he was a soldier in the Army 
Air Corps, not the Air Force. 

Little points like these make us readers 
know that the staff of TAN is up to date 
on current happenings. 





I enjoy reading TAN very much and think 
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To The Editor 


these seemingly insignificant points would 
show that your editors are always “on the ball.” 
S/Sgt. Muriel Ferguson 


Ft. Myer, Virginia 


TAN FANS 


I have been reading TAN for sometime 
now. My daughter was the first to acquaint 
me with this wonderful magazine. | would 
sometimes get True Confessions and other 
Confession magazines, but | never knew of 
a colored publication. 

1 certainly got a kick out of the story 
“Women Won’t Leave Me Alone” by Mr. 
Blues which appeared in a recent issue. 


Aretha Harris 
Eatonton, Georgia 


I’ve been reading TAN for a long time. | 
think its the best magazine on the market. | 
just finished reading September issue, King 
Cole’s Forgotten Love, which was an excellent 
story. The cover was beautiful. 

Nat (King) Cole couldn’t have forgotten 
Nadine for looks, because she is a doll. 

All of your stories are very good. Keep up 
the good work. 

Mrs. Linnie B. Drisdom 
Poulan, Georgia 


TOO LEGGY 

I have been a constant reader of TAN 
ever since it first came out and have enjoyed 
all the stories and features until now. It just 
burns me up the way Frances Taylor is stress- 
ing the fact that her legs are her living. After 
all, she couldn’t just stand in front of an 
audience and not do anything, but let them 
gaze upon her so-called “gams” and make a 
living. And furthermore, I don’t see where 
her legs are so beautiful that she can say 
they are her living, and as far as legs being 
a symbol of sexual freedom; there is a lot 
of it walking around here every day. I just 

think she is brazen! 
The rest of the stories and articles were 

terrific, as usual! 

A Constant Reader 
Atlanta, Georgia 


HE WANTS LONGER STORIES 

After receiving TAN for five months, | 
really think that it is one of the finest mags 
printed, if not the best. I do think that you 
should write longer stories—a couple anyway 
because as soon as some of the stories get 
interesting, they’ve ended. 


Pfc. Frank F. Boston 
“o. “K,” 9th Inf. Regt. 


THEY DUG REAL CRAZY STORY 

We of the Thunderattes have just dug 
your September issue of TAN, and think it’s 
real crazy. There was a story we liked best 
of all, and that was the one about, “Why 
Some Women Never Marry.” 

We are steadily digging your “Teen Talk.” 
With us, it is the talk of the book itself. We 
think you’ve got yourself a real smooth maga- 
zine, and we will be digging it every month. 


The Thunderattes 
Detroit, Mich. 


PEN PALS WANTED 
As a regular subscriber of TAN, I should be 
very much obliged if you would publish my 
request for a Pen Pal in your magazine. 
I am a colored Jamaican and of Jamaican 


parentage. I am 24 years old, I weigh 145 
lbs., I am 5 feet, 8 inches tall and am em- 
ployed as a government clerk. My hobbies are 
photography, movies, camping, cricket. 


Rupert A. Brown 
17 Barbican Road 
Liguanea P. O. 
Jamaica, B.W.I. 
Phone 70943 


Allow me as a consistent reader of your mag- 
azine to ask your assistance. I am German, 
aged 30, and have a great desire to correspond 
with a young Negro girl. My address is: 


Mr. Wolfgang Jost 
Bad-Nauheim 
Johannisstrasse 10 
Germany 


I find myself very interested in America and 
its people. For this reason, I have been trying 
for some time now to find myself a few pen- 
pals from your country, but I should here say, 
my try has been without success up to now. 

I would be very thankful if you could spare 
me a little space in your magazine. I am a 
Jamaican, serving in the army, 25 years old, 
6 ft. tall, weight 175 lbs., and like to corre- 
spond with people of other countries. 


Pfc. Basil Lue 

4 East Avenue 

Kingston Gardens 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


A lonesome Jamaican girl, age 21, would like 
an American Pen Pal (male) between the age 
of 25 to 40, tall and single. She is brown- 
skinned, weighs 167 pounds, height 5 feet, 8 
inches, with brown eyes. 


Gloria A. Smith 
57 Love Lane, Kgn. P. O. 
Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I am a very lonely girl of 20 and would like 
very much to become a friend of someone. 

I work very hard and don’t have much time 
to be out to meet friends. I always try to make 
friends with everyone, both men and women. 
Sometimes I go out with my girl friends, but 
most of them are married now and I always 
end up lonely as before. I’m asking you to 
please put my note in your magazine and ask 
the girls and boys to write to me. 


Myrtle L. Roseborough 
Route 1, Box 61 
Cassatt, South Carolina 


Could you kindly tell me how I could get a 
Pen Pal in Honolulu or Mexico? I’m 27 years 
old and colored. I’d like to correspond with a 
fellow the same age or older. I’m a West 
Indian. 

Hilda O’Sullivan 
117-24 143rd Street 
Jamaica, Long Island, New York 


I’d like very much to correspond with some 
young women who read your magazine. I have 
plenty of time to write and this is one of my 
ardent pastimes. 

I’m twenty years old, and a semi-invalid. 

Thanks, and I think your magazine is the 
greatest of its kind. 

Mr. Willie Polite, Jr. 

c/o Flowers Nursing Home 
620 West 36th Street 
Savannah, Georgia 








Amazing New! 


YOUNG FORM BRA 


Smooths Away ‘Spare Tire’’ Roll! 


Have you had the common bra problem— 
comfort but not support ... or fit, but not 
comfort? Then here is the “bra” for you! 
Proper fit, correct support, complete com- 
fort and a lovely bosom line—all in one 
brassiere and at a remarkably low price. 
Fine Detail + DIAPHRAGM CONTROL 


Smooth, fine long-wearing broadcloth, with 
wonderful under-bosom support and “lift” 
in the semi-circular bands stitched inside 
the bottom half of the cups. A center panel 
with the same unusual stitched bands pro- 
vides and maintains correct 
separation. A marvelous elastic 
band comfortably firms and 
smooths away a “spare-tire” 
roll. It fastens at the side, just 
the way you want it, with an 
; adjustable Closing. Beautifully 
made, with dainty, flirty lace 
oon around; was shoulders. Bust 
sizes 34-56. Cups B 
You risk nothing. Order today. Wear your 
“Young Form” Bra for 10 days. If you are 
not simply delighted just return it for a 
refund. Bust sizes 34-44. 2.98. 
m Sizes 46-56........ $3.98. 


$998 10 DAY TRIAL FREE 


The S.) Wegman Co. Dept. 286-Y 
35 Wilbur ST. data 
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| MARRIED A NO-G00D MAN 


Blue was the kind of man a gal falls for easily, marries—and then 


regrets. He had everything it took, too—except a willingness to work! 


F | HADN’T BEEN so terribly tired 

that night, maybe it wouldn’t have 
happened. At least, not as it did. For in 
addition to my sheer physical exhaus- 
tion, nine hours of almost continuous 
high-speed typing of complex legal docu- 
ments had rubbed my nerves raw. Even 
so, | hadn’t made any errors—as usual. 
That’s why Whitney Jordan, the highly 


Next time you stage a fuss 

with your old man. better 

keep your clothes on. Little 
Mama. 


successful criminal lawyer, paid me 
eighty-five dollars a week. Because a 
highly trained legal secretary is supposed 
to be good. I tried to live up to that, 
even to hiding my tiredness. 
\ But when I left the office I was near 
collapse. And as I slumped limply on the 
cushions of my homeward-bound taxi, | 
hoped that for once Blue would make his 
own dinner, at least. All I wanted was a 
cup or two of hot tea, a hot bath and 
bed. 

| was a little disappointed when I saw 
the house was dark, for that meant Blue 
wasn’t there. That didn’t matter too 
much at the moment. The electricity be- 
ing off, did. Very much. Three days 
previously I’d left money for Blue to pay 
the light bill. Obviously he hadn’t, else 
our power wouldn’t have been cut off. 
It would be just like Blue to have bought 
records with the money. The thought 
made me boil. Had my friends been right 
in warning that he was just a likeable 
loafer who wouldn’t even use his musical 
talent to get anywhere? That he was a 
parasite, a no-good man? 

At that moment, standing in the dark- 
ness of my living room, I decided an- 
grily that it was all true. I groped my 
way to our bedroom and wearily un- 
ra Sh dressed; how much a steaming hot bath 
> 3 would soothe (Continued on Page 57) 
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Make your friends happy 
all next year with your 
gift of EBONY every month! 
They’ll be getting a 
wonderful Christmas 
present ... and you'll 
be getting the thrill of 
sending them America’s 
most popular Negro 
publication! 


We mail this beautiful hand-signed 
Gift Card to arrive before Xmas 


We'll send the beautiful Christmas Gift Card shown above, in- 
scribed as you request, to each person you honor. 


LOOK WHAT YOU SAVE ON XMAS GIFT RATES! 
$300 
$450 


RENEW YOUR OWN SUBSCRIPTION AT THESE SAME REDUCED 


for the first subscription you enter—you 
save 60c. 


for each additional subscription entered 
by the same person during the current 
Christmas Gift season (until January 15, 
1955)—you save $1.10. 


KATES, TO BEGIN WHEN CURRENT ONE EXPIRES 





Add $1.00 extra for Canada and Pan-America, 
$2.00 extra for all other foreign postage. 


Nay “Merry Christmas” 
to your friends and family 


with the next 1? 
wonderful issues of _ 





enon 















Please send Gift Cards and annual EBONY sub- 


& scriptions to the persons whose names and addresses 
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are listed below as my gift at Christmas. (In the 
event that any of these recipients already subscribe, 
send Gift Card now and enter subscription to begin 
when old one expires.) 
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JOHNSON PUBLISHING COMPANY, INC., 1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 


tom endcsing $.....ccccrce payment in full for the subscription ordered above. 


ENTER [_] RENEW [_] my own subscription. 
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General Foods. 


For only a traction of a cent 


Calumet Baking Powder 
insures baking guccess! 












































































Get cash rewards for 
your friends’ selections! 


Wear and show these 
dresses to your friends! 


Would you like to wear and show our pretty frocks to friends and neigh- 
bors? Through our exciting Introductory Plan you can earn your own 
% dresses WITHOUT PAYING Ic. Not only do you get dresses for 
wy yourself and your children but you make up to $100 in a month 

(or even more) for any selections your friends make from our pres- 
entation of over 150 glorious styles. 

Everyone who sees our dresses falls in love with their ex- 
quisite styling, lovely fabrics, and rich all-’round quality at 
such moderate prices. So we want women all over America to 
see our dresses—not on models, but on average women of all 
ages, shapes and sizes. 


No Obligation—No Experience! BETS Tm mi mie eee TT 


It costs nothing to investi- 
ad i Apoonays a a lpsed j FASHION FROCKS, INC., Dept. S1114 Cincineati 25, Ohio i 
in any way. Just put your Yes, I'd like to be one of the women who get the chance 
dd d H to wear show your lovely dresses in my community. 
name, address, age an Giease seni ene evavpiiings 1 need te gue ataseed without = 
dress size on the handy 


! dy | obligation. 
coupon. You will receive 
everything you need to 


get started. First come, | adaress...... 
first served. 


FASHION FROCKS, INC. 
Dept. S-1114, 
Cincinnati 25, Ohie 


Give information on 
colors, sizes, fabrics. 


| 

| Name. . . | 
| City & Zone Sea | 
! 


Dress Size... ° 
In Canada, mail coupon to 2163 Parthenais, Montreal, P. Q. 
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ON THE 
RECORDS 
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By James Goodrich 


| Dead GILLESPIE is being heard 

from as much on recordings these 
days as he was during the time a few 
years ago when the bop he fostered was 
the rage of the nation. Recorded now 
for Clef and Norgran, the Norman Granz 
labels, the goateed, eccentric appearing 
trumpeter can currently be found listed 
regularly among the names of top artists 
on new record releases. The condition 
speaks well for Dizzy and means that he 
has managed to maintain his draw with 
fans despite the decline in popularity of 
bop in recent years. 

Gillespie is kept busy recording for 
Clef and Norgran. On Clef, he was re- 
cently recorded in two sessions for al- 
bums—one as a soloist with string ac- 
companiment, the other in a co-starring 
role with bop alto saxist Charlie Parker. 
The latter is titled simply, “The Bird & 
Diz Album.” 

Dizzy’s most recent works on wax cou- 
pled him with another sax man, tenor 
star Stan Getz, on several sides for Nor- 
The label called the sessions a 
merger of the bop style and the cool 


gran. 


school. From the sessions so far, two 
albums have been released. The first al- 
bum hasn’t created too much enthusiasm 
among critics but the second is being 
hailed in hep circles as something es- 
pecially listenable. It includes four sides: 
Impromptu, One Alone, Girl of My 
Dreams and Siboney. The gem of the 
quartet is Siboney, an old favorite done 





here in along (Continued on Page 76) 
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By Gloria (La Bommie) Howard 


O MATTER WHERE I travel in my 
dancing career, I have always been 
lucky. People have said nice things to 
me about my work, and even gone out 
of their way to help me when there was 
no reason for it, as far as I could see. 
Money can’t buy friends, and I think 
anyone who finds a friend, in show busi- 
ness or out, has a lot to be grateful for. 
I remember something that happened 
once when I was a kid of 16 or 17. I 
was on the train coming back to Chicago 
from Detroit. It was my first trip away 
from home alone, and I was feeling 
pretty proud of myself. Lunch-time came 
and I marched into the diner, ordered 
lunch, ate, and almost choked when the 
waiter placed the bill beside my plate! 
I was $2 short! 

Well, you can imagine the spot I was 
in. Sudden, horrible visions of spending 
the rest of the trip washing dishes 
danced in my head, and it took no crys- 
tal-gazer to tell | was in some kind of 
trouble! 

A couple of soldiers, sitting across the 
aisle, had been watching everything that 
went on and when they saw the mess I 
was in, one of them got up and came 
over. 

“Can I help, Miss?” he asked, and I 
think his voice and face were the kindest 
I had ever known. 

I don’t know which situation embar- 
rassed me the most, actually being short 
on my bill, or having to tell the soldier 
about it. But I managed to blurt out the 
little story, and before I knew what was 
happening the bill was paid, the waiter 
had his tip, and I was being escorted 
back to my seat by two tall, handsome 
army men! 

This is only one small example of the 
many kindnesses I have known in my 
life, but one that I shall never forget. I 








Bommie, 
Gloria Howard is the queen of shake 
dancers, has starred in European clubs. 


Known professionally as La 


never saw either of them again, but this 
little story may serve to emphasize my 
starting point—that friends are my most 
precious possessions and the really big 
things for which I am most thankful. 

A girl makes a big mistake if she does 
not have something useful to occupy an 
idle mind. One of the best ways in the 
world to get into trouble is to be young, 
active, alert, full of energy with no 
healthy outlet for all this pep. What’s 
the old saying about an idle mind being 
the devil’s workshop? Ancient as this 
bit of wisdom is, it has never been truer 
than today. All the new, exciting stimu- 
lants of our modern world—television, 
movies, radio—can be more of a hin- 
drance than a help to youth, if they stir 
up unwholesome ideas. 
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Davol Termi-Caps® will keep nipples 
sterile right up to feeding time. No in- 
verting of nipples for storage. No up- 
righting for feeding. Once you twist 
Termi-Cap in place, your hands never 
come in contact with the nipple. When 
you re-heat bottle, keep Termi-Cap in 
place . . . whisk it off when you're ready 
to feed baby. 





Davol Termi-Caps are also ideal for true 
terminal sterilization— which means that 
once formula cooking begins, the nipple 
is never exposed to air or touch until 
feeding starts. These convenient nipple 
covers were designed especially for the 
Davol “Anti-Colic’® Nurser but fit most 
all popular nursing units. Termi-Caps 
are only 10¢ each at your favorite drug 
or department store. 
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terminal sterilization 
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| ;OR YEARS DOROTHY had been 
going out on dates with several dif- 
ferent fellows. For some reason, though, 
to her they were the run-of-the-mill type. 
Nice boys, but not the sort to get all 
fluttery about to the extent that she was 
prepared to spend the rest of her life 
married to one of them. 

There was one exception, however. 
Vince! Vince always loomed large in 
her thoughts and particularly in her 
heart. Vince was everything she wanted 
in a man—handsome, successful, some- 
one with whom she could build a perfect 
marriage. 

Vince, though, was always so unat- 
tainable. He’d smile and say hello when 
they met. But that was as far as it ever 
went—until Dorothy realized that her 
destiny was spinsterhood, or a compro- 
mise marriage with someone she did not 
love, unless she did something about it. 

Being 26 and unengaged was getting 
her down. So she went to a psychologist, 
desperately hoping he could solve her 
problem. She placed her cards frankly 
on the table. In substance, her question 
was 

‘Must a girl continue to live by an- 
tiquated social laws which deeree that 
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{ "THE GREATEST MISTAKE 
A girls can make, I think, is to 
A be over anxious in everything 
they do. Too many girls treat life 
as one big hurry, either to hurry 
and get out of school, hurry and 
/ get a job to make money, hurry 
/ to marry and often—the end re- 
sult will be that in one of their 
hurried moves they will lose an 
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man must do the mate hunting and that 
woman be ever deprived of the richest 
heritage in life—the privilege of choos- 
ing true love? 

“Or, is the justice of feminine man: 
hunting becoming socially correct in our 
swiftly-changing world?” 

During her visit, Dorothy learned that 
in the opinion of many of the country’s 
leading psychologists and marriage 
counselors, feminine man-hunting is 
widely becoming an accepted social 
practice. The reason for this is that it 
is admitted generally that women are 
better equipped psychologically than are 
men when it comes to selecting a mate. 

Women give more thought to court- 
ship and marriage than do men. Hap- 
pier marriages are the result when the 
girl does the choosing. 

How is this choosing done tactfully? 
Simple! Reconvert your staid ways, 
young lady! If, as in Dorothy’s case, 
you’ve never been out with the particular 

fellow—if you only know him to speak 
to—here’s what you must do: The next 
time you run into him, engage him in 
conversation. Ask him how his parents 
are. Or comment about the weather, or 
current events. Plan everything you are 


WARD SAYS: 


amount of saneness, and then 
continually blame themselves for 
situations that do not really exist. 

Often I’ve heard girls say that 
they lost “their man”, just when 
they were getting ready to en- 
courage them to ask them to be- 
come their wives. There is noth-. 
ing, I don’t believe, a man dis- 
likes more in a girl, than for her 





going to say to him so that the conver- 
sation never lags. 

Dorothy put this advice into practice. 
When the conversation was rolling she 
told the fellow her club was holding a 
dance soon, and would he like to come? 
Oh, it required courage to be sure. To 
her amazement, Vince said he’d be de- 
lighted. She won the first round. 

But the second round was even more 
important. At the dance, to offset any 
misinterpretation Vince might have got- 
ten from her sudden invitation, she 
thanked him sincerely, and admitted 
frankly that had he not taken her she 
might not have gone. She said she hoped 
he’d forgive her boldness, and that he 
would understand. What she was prac- 
ticing were two of the best methods of 
acquiring a man’s interest. Sincerity and 
genuineness. 

Vince went big for this brand of psy- 
chology. Before he said goodnight, he 
had the promise of another date. 

Suppose your boy friend hasn’t taken 
you out in the past month. Why sit 
around gloomily awaiting his phone call. 
Why not call him up? Tell him you 
want to repay his past kindness by taking 
him out for a change. Say that the 





to make it obvious she is trying 
to rush him into life’s main event. 

My advice to girls is to take 
your time, and think out every- 
thing you do. Don’t rush into 
anything until you have thought 
it out, and it is according to a set 
plan. 

Believe me, your life will be 
richer for it. 


Miss Clara Ward is one of the nation’s leading gospel singers. 
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theater tickets were given you, if you 
wish. It'll make him happy that someone 
thought of treating him. 

Contrary to certain opinion, a man 
desires a girl much more if she doesn’t 
assume an air of aloofness, especially if 
she doesn’t play hard-to-get. If you don’t 
like a boy, these are sure ways of dis- 
couraging him. 

But if you want to make him yours 
ultimately, never practice these antiquat- 
ed and childish habits. One of the de- 
clining arts is flattery. A woman should 
always flatter a man. But her sugar 
should have a grain of truth in it. Then 
he believes the whole thing and is very 
pleased. 

For example, Helen was the darling of 
so many men’s dreams because when she 
was with her boy friend she always made 
him feel that he was the best guy in the 
world. 

“Really, Dick,” Helen 
“with your intelligence for thinking 
things out clearly you should go a long 
way in your profession. You’ve got the 
looks and personality that help a great 
deal, too.” 

Words of that nature, said in a sin- 
cere tone, will do the trick much more 
effectively than the physical stimulation 
of any number of kisses. And sending 
him a necktie or a box of cigars occa- 
sionally is a form of flattery no girl 
should forget. Girls must remember that 
it is frequently more fun to give than to 
receive. And generosity is a good way 
of sealing a friendship. 

Keep the idea of marriage before him 
indirectly. Without appearing possessive 
or eager, assume acceptance of the fact 
without drawing any conclusion. 

When discussing marriage, talk about 
his marriage, not your marriage. Let 
him feel that the idea of marriage orig- 
inated with him entirely. A smart girl 
might say, “I had my heart set on a 
career until you talked me out of it, 
Paul.” Then let the subject drop. A hint 
kept as such is far more effective than 


would say, 


an insistent demand. 

If the hint doesn’t work, you can al- 
ways say a week or two later, “Paul, I’m 
thinking of leaving town this fall. 
There’s really no future for me here.” 
Then watch the fur fly—if you have 
played your cards carefully. From there 
on you should be able to reel in your 
man. 

By breaking down the antiquated 
prejudice against feminine man-hunting, 





Mistakes Girls Make 





i w 

Singer Al Hibbler 

earned fame as Duke 
Ellington’s star. 


come too obvious. 
ticularly when a girl mentally stakes 
out a man for capture—but when she 
has to show the world that’s what she’s 
up to, she has lost her point. 
likes to be the victim of an apparent, 
premeditated chase by a woman. 
Girls have been so generously en- 
dowed with natural charms! 


i. make their greatest mistake 
in hunting men when they be- 


No one minds par- 


No man 


When a 


girl couples these charms with intelligence and learns not 
to be too aggressive, she has the secret to being the ideal 


companion. 


But when a girl pushes too fast and too hard 


—no matter how pretty or how desirable she has been to 
the man she’s pursuing—she’s slated to be a dead number 
in his phone book from that moment on. 
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women will find a more glorious, endur- 
ing companionship in marriage after 
the early thrills of the honeymoon have 
long since been forgotten. The present 
tidal wave of marriages ending on the 
rocks may be greatly lessened when 
women acquire the self-confidence to 
man-hunt. 

But—there is a big danger that the 
man-hunting girl should guard against. 
That is the danger of “‘over-playing it,” 
or—in other words—of flirting outrage- 
ously. The guide word should always 
be—subtle. 

Some girls make the mistake of flirt- 
ing carelessly and then acting the soul 
of injured innocence when men make a 
play for them. As a popular bandleader 
said once: 

“These girls line up around a band 
stand and roll their eyes, purse up their 
mouths, make all kinds of wiggly sug- 
gestive movements at a guy blowing a 
horn or singing. Then the minute he 
steps down from the band stand to say 
hello to the girl, she says, in highly- 
insulted tones: “I beg your pardon! I 
was just enjoying the music!” 

There is another common type of 
man-hunting flirt who almost always 
kills her chances with the man she really 
wants. She’s the girl who goes to a dance 
and while she’s dancing with one fellow 


makes eyes at another. That may be ex- 
cusable once in a while—but this is a 
bad habit. Some girls think it will as- 
sure popularity, but the fellows catch on 
quick and none of those in the stag line 
will be cutting in after they’ve gotten 
wise. It’s something like the little boy 
who cried “wolf!” once too often. 

The girl who craves the spotlight is 
also the girl who finds it necessary to 
walk across the floor of a lounge bar 
ostensibly trying not to be seen, but 
managing to catch everyone’s eye. She 
makes late entrances and early depar- 
tures. She must always congratulate the 
performers on their work—very loudly 
and intimately. She calls everyone by 
his first name—whether she knows him 
or not. She puts the fellow who brought 
her completely into the background— 
and that is when she begins to lose him, 
if not she actually does not lose him al- 
together. A fellow hates nothing worse 
than being out with a spotlight-grabbing 
girl who is insensitive to the embarrass- 
ment she causes him. 

The girl who knows how to be 
friendly, how to enjoy herself without 
becoming a spectacle and without mini- 
mizing the importance of her escort is 
good company. She undoubtedly will 
become successful in the man-hunt. 


THE END 
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Have a Lighter, Brighter Skin 


Make a resolution now to start 
using famous Black and White 
Bleaching Cream as directed. Then 
watch your dull, drab, dark skin 
begin to look softer, smoother and 
take on new lighter, brighter 
beauty. Its bleaching action works 
effectively inside your skin. Mod- 
ern science knows of no faster 
method of lightening skin. 











Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all drug 
counters, 
35¢, 608. 
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Fascinating field for men and women. 
Excellent starting point for career. Practi- 
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24-page illustrated booklet, * * Adventures in Interior 
Design & Decoration.” No obligation. 

CHICAGO SCHOOL OF INTERIOR DECORATION 
535 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 3231 Chicage 14, ilinels 
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835 Diversey Parkway Bept. 3231 Chicago 14, ili. 


nd free booklet ‘‘Opportunities in the Baking Industry”’ 
and full particulars. 








E CAN’T FIGURE out when or 

why it all started, but have you 
noticed the sudden tidal wave of vocal 
combos in the music biz today? Some- 
body clicked and the stampede was on. 
Just to call out a light carload, there’s 
the Four Lads, Four Guys, Four Coins, 
Four Freshmen, Four Jokers, Four 
Tunes, Four Knights, Four Joes, Four 
Boys, Four Aces, and Four Bells. The 
Harp-Tones, Crew Cuts, Mariners, 
Chords, Midnighters, Drifters, Cadillacs, 
Clovers, Charms, Thrillers, Spiders, 
Spaniels, Scarlets, Flamingoes, and, of 
all things, Honey Boy and his Buzzin’ 
Bees. My, oh my! 

But you can count on one less ’cause 
Bill Kenny is giving up his Ink Spots. 
The popular leader of the once famous 
foursome after eighteen years has de- 
cided to blot out the group as a result 
of the feudin’ and fussin’ with former 
members who have left him during the 








years. They’ve formed groups of their 
own, yet insist on using the name. Need- 
less to say this has been the cause of 
much confusion and wonderment for the 
man in the street, and Bill Kenny, and 
the promoters. So now, with “Mr. Ink 
Spot” as his new monicker from here on 
out, Bill Kenny will let all the other 
little Ink Spots fight it out among them- 
selves. . . . they are. Deek Watson and 
Charlie Fuqua, both former members of 
the original group, are currently in the 
middle of a good one. 

Everyone with ears will agree the 
Miils Brothers may not have the “sound” 
of the current combos but here’s one 
group that continues to come up with 
more listenable material than all the 
others put together. Their latest record- 
ing “Ev’ry Second of” is expected to 
bounce right into the hit category like 
all the rest. 

A backlog of recordings will keep 
“The Drifters” fans happy while lead 


By Margo 


Hughes 


man Clyde McPhatter does a single in 
the Army. 

The Deep River Boys returned re- 
cently from their 10th European visit ir 
the past five years, but had little time 
home before the popular group was off 
to a stint at the Chez Paree in Montreal. 
Lest their overseas audiences forget, the 
singing favorites waxed twenty-six 15- 
minute programs for airing on Radio 
Luxembourg. 

The Pilgrim Travelers, a spiritual 
singing group, have been doing just that 
throughout the south, east and midwest. 
As soon as the tour is completed the boys 
have been lined up for several TV shots 
and at least one singing appearance be- 
fore the movie cameras. 

And speaking of movies, Wynonie 
Harris, the blues star, has been signed 
for a role in a movie where he’ll appear 
as a “singing butler.” The action calls 
for Wynonie to wake up a few rooming 
house guests with his singing. 

And while we’re speaking of the blues, 
that’s exactly what the good brethren of 
Mississippi have been giving Rev. Gate- 
mouth Moore. They didn’t seem to ap- 
preciate his taking over their territory, 
so the once well known blues shouter has 
given up preaching and gone back to his 
first love. 

Now it can be told that band leader 
Sonny Thompson and his pretty vocalist 
Lulu Reed were secretly wed months ago 
in Mexico. 

Charles Brown, former member of 
Johnny Moore’s Three Blazers, has 
teamed with Ruth Brown (no relation) 
on a Rhythm and Blues tour. Before his 
successful show biz career, the talented 
pianist-singer was a Texas High School 
science teacher. 

There’s a little girl from Pittsburgh, 
with a tremendous voice, who’s feeling 
real sick these days since she missed her 
big deal on TV’s “Chance of a Life- 
time” due to a (Continued on Page 76) 
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MY GREATEST 


OU CAN MUDDLE along in show 

business for years with applause in 
your ears and never really be a hit. That 
was my story in and around Los Angeles 
from 1949 until 1951. 
break came with the annual Rhythm and 
Blues Show. That’s a big production put 


Then my big 


on each year by Gene Norman, KLAC’s 
popular disk jockey. Believe me, it was 
a thrill just to be asked to participate in 
that extravaganza even though the pay 
was only $50. The session was held at 
the Shrine Auditorium and there was a 
crowd of more than 6,000 waiting to be 
sent. My combo was sandwiched be- 
tween several big orchestras and name 
vocalists. We had a bad spot on that 
program. Even though we had been 
asked to appear we were still strictly 
“nobodys.” 

It’s funny how you can be a nobody 
in show business for so long. Even with 


lots of fans. For instance, in 1949 at 


Big thrill for McNeely fans comes when he “falls out” during a solo, but continues to rip off hot licks. Drummer (r.) gets into 


frantic act, too. 


By Jay McNeely 


Wrigley Field in Los Angeles we were 
booked with Lionel Hampton for the 
Cavalcade of Jazz. We were told we stole 
the show that afternoon before 20,000 
people. We played “Blow Jay Blow” 
until the stands were rocking, we 
marched through the grandstands, we 
dedicated “Hopping With Hunter,” a 
tune we'd written for the KFUD disk 
jockey who’d always been a big booster. 
Such a response! My parents were in the 
stands, thrilled to know that the Mc- 
Neelys had arrived. But nothing hap- 
pened. After all that big hand we were 
still without bookings. We almost gave 
up and went to work in factories. 

So you can why this 
Rhythm and Blues Show in 1951 was 


such a thrill to us. Just to be invited to 


understand 


be on the program was an honor. Al- 
though there were lots of others on the 
show they were (Continued on Page 77) 





McNeely says greatest thrill was his appearance in the Rhythm and Blues Show before 6000 fans. 


































The most frantic performer in show busi- 
ness, Jay McNeely “cools” during a hot 
solo by coming out of his suit-coat. 
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«For ages, Hollywood bungled Negro love on the screen— 


‘or ignored it or made it strictly a joke. 


But at long last, 


there is something to cheer about. 


N A BLACKED-OUT silent movie 
house at the turn of the century, a 
nch fantasy called Off to Blooming- 

Asylum crackled and flickered its 
yay upon a screen. In one sequence, an 
mnibus drawn by a mechanical horse 

was pulled by four Negroes. Suddenly, 


¢ 
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“the horse kicked and upset the Negroes, 
who, in falling, were changed into white 
tlowns. Then they began slapping each 
*s faces and by blows became black 
n. Kicking each other, they turned 
ite once more. Finally, they all merged 
to one gigantic Negro. When the black 
int refused to pay his fare aboard the 
nnibus, the conductor set fire to the 
le, and the Negro burst into a 

sand pieces. 
Thus, the Negro made his debut in that 


ntastic new creation, the motion pic- 


“From that time (1902) until this, the 
champeen movie-maker of them all, 
Hollywood, has portrayed the Negro as: 
an idiot, a clown, a criminal, a docile 
servant, a villainous oppressor of the 
post-Civil War period, a social delin- 
quent, a happy-go-lucky ne’er-do-well, 
and, in rare moments of Christian char- 
ity, something resembling a normal hu- 
man being. 

This ofttimes malicious stereotyping 
of Negro characters by the world’s most 
vivid and delightful entertainment media 
would seem to indicate that a hard and 
fast set of rules, indeed perhaps even a 
divine law, prescribed the conditions un- 
der which people of color might deport 


themselves before a movie audience. 

But in reality, the American motion 
picture industry’s only guide to social 
etiquette is the Production Code of 
Ethics, which, formulated back in 
March, 1930, referred to race only once, 
and then in a section forbidding the de- 
piction in films of sex relationship be- 
tween Negroes and whites, or misce- 
genation. 

Consequently, with Hollywood spawn- 
ing a rash of post-World War II films 
that tend to show the Negro more as a 
race of individuals than as simple, 
easily-classified masses, the recent re- 
moval of that one restriction from the 
Production Code of Ethics has raised 
new and provocative questions: 

Has Hollywood thinking on social is- 
sues matured to a point where Negroes 
will be portrayed in their many-fauceted 
relationships with the total American so- 
ciety? Will the true story of the Negro’s 
historical background in the U. S. be 
told in the movies, inasmuch as the 
blackest page in his American existence 
—the period of slavery and docile servi- 
tude—has been overplayed? And finally, 
will a picture of factual Negro romances, 
including those involving interracial 
love, become a part of the American 
screen ? 

Truly, the day of movie salvation 
would seem to be at hand. For even now 
Hollywood has fielded its first Negro 
love team—Harry Belafonte and Dor- 
othy Dandridge—that can approach a 
without provoking 


tender embrace 








iter, nausea or complete disbelief in 
dience. For example, likeable Eddie 
hester) Anderson, as a romantic 
er of glamorous Lena Horne in the 
ero Cabin in the Sky (MGM, 
offers, at best, a comic situation. 
larly, 20th Century Fox’s Stormy 
ther, another all-Negro musical of 
ume year, cast the ancient tap danc- 
Robinson opposite Miss Horne in 
turned out to be a dogged and 
aginable romance. 
the handsome young team of 


Dandridge and Belafonte, premiered in 
1953 in MGM’s Bright Road, the first 
all-Negro non-musical produced by a 
major studio, and currently carrying on 
a cinema romance in the new Cinema- 
Scope movie Carmen Jones, are a thor- 
oughly acceptable pair of lovers. As 
movie producer Otto Preminger com- 
mented: “Belafonte and Dandridge go 
together like apple pie and ice cream.” 

Miss Dandridge’s accomplishments as 
a screen lover have so endowed her to 
motion picture makers that even before 


the banishing of filmland’s miscegena- 
tion code, the sultry, exciting, honey- 
colored singer-actress was being consid- 
ered as the feminine lead in an inter- 
racial romance-theme movie titled The 
Lovers, to be directed by movie star 
Vincent Price with Price and rugged 
David Brian sharing star billing with 
Miss Dandridge. Dorothy turned down 
the role to star in Carmen Jones. 
Nevertheless, there is still the chance 
that Dorothy Dandridge may become the 
first bronze lover to find her way into 


Horne and the late dancer Bill Bert Williams, one of the all-time great James Edwards (r.) starred as a heroic 


on were paired as romantic team 
Century-Fox’s Stormy Weather. 


comedians, was starred in Darktown Jubi- 
lee in 1914, causing riot among whites. 


GI in Home of the Brave, which touched 
off a rash of Negro-theme pictures. 





the arms of a Caucasian mate in the near 
future as a major studio is currently 
considering a script written by an Acad- 
emy Award writer with an interracial 
theme. The writer’s own choice for the 
leads: Miss Dandridge and a hot piece 
of Hollywood property named Marlon 
Brando. 

Such a movie mating could conceive- 
F ably result in the most exciting motion 
| picture since Gone With the Wind and 
| the most revolutionary film since D. W. 
Griffith’s infamous 1915 epic Birth of a 
Nation, which insulted the Negro from 
every possible camera angle. 

Hollywood’s mental progression from 
that monstrous salute to the Confed- 
eracy, slavery and the glory of the Old 
South to its present adult-like outlook on 
the Negro is perhaps not as much due to 
the cold cash philosophy for which 
movie makers are famed as it is a trib- 
ute to the times. For a report that the 
lifting of the miscegenation ban was a 
result of pressure brought by U. S. stu- 
dio bosses who had heard the hearty 
tinkle of cash in the tills of foreign 
movie houses, where interracial romance 
themes have proven heavy box office 
successes, brought denials from movie 
magnates themselves. As a high official 
of the Motion Picture Producers Asso- 
ciation explained it, the ban was lifted 
as a matter of evolution, and because 
there is a different viewpoint on mis- 
cegenation in Hollywood now among 
the people who make movies. 

Actually, the miscegenation code was 
dealt with at a September meeting of the 
board of directors of the Motion Picture 
Association of America in New York, in 
which technical or clarifying changes in 
the code were made, allowing race mix- 
ing, drinking, and certain other hereto- 
fore banned activities shown “within 
the careful limits of good taste.” 


: THE LIFTING of the miscegenation 
| ban has unanimously been accepted in 
Hollywood as a natural thing, but with 
no studio announcing specific plans for 
| taking advantage of this new-found free- 
| dom. Says Darryl F. Zanuck, chief exec- 
| utive at 20th Century Fox: “I believe my 
' pictures, Pinky and No Way Out, speak 
for themselves. As long as I am in 
charge at 20th people will be judged as 
) individuals and no other way.” Other 
major studios feel that they face no 
trouble with interracial-theme movies so 
long as the (Continued on Page 74) 


White actress Jeanne Crain played title role of Pinky, a light-skinned colored girl, in a 

20th Century-Fox film. Substitution of whites for Negroes, elimination of Negro parts were 

gimmicks Hollywood used against Negroes. Also starring in Pinky was Ethel Waters. 
et 


Fredi Washington (r.), and Louise 
Beavers starred in sociological film, 
Imitation of Life. 
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fe can be plenty rough when you’re just old enough to love 


but not old enough to know how to stop another guy from 


stealing your girl. 


UESS IT NEVER would have hap- 
ned if I hadn’t got mad at Dodie 
omething that was my fault in the 
lace. I don’t know how many times 
and Dad have told me: “Jerry 
you've got something coming to 
stand up and take it like a man.” 
done that when Dodie started dat- 
tick Stoner instead of trying to go 
1e better, things might have turned 
terent. 
lie is my best girl, a cute little 
r who wears sweaters, skirts and 
e shoes. She’s sixteen, a sophomore, 
) a year older and a junior in 
school. I used to think I was a 
smart boy. Now I know I’m just a 
who had to learn to take his 
ific. 
lie and I aren’t exactly going 
because our parents think we are 
ung for that. But we always date 
e big things like dances and foot- 
ames and movies. Sometimes I 
nother girl to the beach and Dodie 
oke with another guy. That way 
id of satisfy the folks by keeping 
ulation and still it seems like we’re 
true to each other. 
lidn’t really mean to get tangled up 
Marge Edwards on any heavy 
lhat’s what started the hassle be- 
me and Dodie in the first place. 
is a cute girl, but she wears too 
lipstick and talks too loud. She’s 
> name for being kind of wild and 
s with a gang of kids who don’t 
be home on time like Dodie and 


2s one Saturday when the weather 
warm all of a sudden like it does 
California. I decided to go swim- 
Usually, I’d call Dodie up and ask 


her to go, but she’d gone up to Los 
Angeles with her folks for the week end. 
I stopped in the drugstore on the way 
to the beach and Marge asked me if I’d 
give her a lift to the pier. I said “sure,” 
thinking that was as far as it would go. 
We had fun swimming; but I made the 
mistake of taking her up on the invita- 
tion when she asked me to a barbecue 
party her gang was giving that night. 

I knew darn well I shouldn’t have 
given her a tumble. Dodie and I kind 
of steer clear of kids who just run wild. 
We go to a big high school and once you 
start going around with kids with a bad 
name, the nicer kids give you the brush 
off. But I thought maybe | could get by 
with it once. I sure didn’t figure that 
Marge would make it a point to let 
Dodie know about it but that’s just what 
she did. 

I was waiting for Dodie to get out of 
her homemaking class. The minute she 
walked out the door I knew she was 
mad. Dodie’s eyes are brown and spark- 
ly as a fresh coke, and when she’s angry 
they sort of fizz all up. 

“Oh hello Jerry,” she said in an up- 
pity voice, walking right by me. I 
caught up with her. “What are you do- 
ing a deep freeze over?” I said. 

“If you’re not sharp enough to know, 
why should I tell you?” 

That burned me, and I said: “Well, I 
don’t do as much homework as you do, 
honey.” 

“Did you do any homework the night 
of the barbecue party?” 

I felt like I’'d been caught stealing 
oranges or something. “Who . . . she 
told you? Marge... ?” 

“Oh she didn’t tell me personally. She 
just made sure (Continued on Page 52) 
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some of the girls were getting 

pretty drank. but Lisa didn't 

act @ bit different. She snug- 

yled ap to me and said. “You 
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when Paul came alae ae as then. 


























she found herself in Bhorse fix than ever before! 

UR LITTLE GIRL had been dead almost a vear when Paul phoned m 

from the courthouse and said | he was bringing Maggie Vance hon, 
with him. As juvenile. officer. Paul had untangled the twisted threads « 
Maggie's s life for two years. | He gave himself whole-heartedly to every cas: 
that came before him, but I knew Maggie was especially close to him be 
cause she and our Cathy were the same age. Cathy would have been sixtee; 
in June—if she had lived. : 

Now Paul said, “Ive told Judge Harv that we'd accept full custody fo) 
Maggie . . . | had to, Doris. If we don't take her. Maggie will go to th: 
detention bo this time. You know what that means.” 

I gripped the receiver hard and tried to shake off the apathy, the num! 
despair that had filled my mind ; and heart since Cathy left us. When th 
house had been filled with her gay voice. her happy smiles, | would have 
risen to the occasion. rushing to help my husband assume this responsi: 
bility. Now, when all I had was an empty room. a silent photograph ani 
a thousand memories that tore my heart to pieces, | just didn’t have it i: 
me to care what happened to anyone else, not even little Maggie Vance. 

I had never met the girl. I only knew her through the tale of woe that 
Paul brought home from the juvenile hall. Maggie had been in and out of 
juvenile hall with the regularity Of Seasoned criminal. Her mother was a 
wanton creature who drank up the relief checks (Continued on Page 68 | 
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Frankie Dee is a prime target for would-be cupids 


—but this little man has no yen for marriage; 


he’d rather be king in his own bachelor house, 
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ong Frankie Dee’s close friends in the pretty-girl set is singer Marian Bruce. A 
ess in business life despite smallness of stature, Dee says he has had his fill of 
courtship and marriage. He was once married to actress Ruby Dee.. 


By Frankie Dee 


[" SEEMS that any time a columnis 

needs a few lines of copy to fill out 
his weekly quota he sticks in an item 
about Frankie Dee and some pretty, per- 
sonable young lady. These imaginative 
newsmen—some of them personal friends 
of mine—have me engaged or altar. 
bound so frequently that the public must 
wonder what kind of little demon this 
Dee fellow is. 

Well, the whole thing is absurd. I am 
quite content with my bachelor existence 
and I have no prospect of exchanging it 
for what is often called “wedded bliss.” 
I’ve had my fling at courtship and mar. 
riage but found that I was geared wrong, 
emotionally, for domestic life. You see, | 
like to have my own way, am selfish, and 
practically a tyrant in my own little 
kingdom. Furthermore, I would broach 
no interference with my personality. 

Sounds as if I’m an emotionally un- 
stable, cold-blooded little cuss, eh? Well, 
that’s not too far from the truth, and | 
admit it freely. Long ago I learned to 
be brutally frank with myself. I’ve had 
to because of the many peculiar prob- 
lems that confront all midgets in a world 
where height practically always means 
right. So if I’m slightly cynical about 
this moonlight and romance business, 
chalk it up to the changes in my per 
sonality brought on by my never-ceasing 
competition with the six-footers. 

My first love is my work, and the only 
romance I’m interested in is the one be 
tween the consumer public and the bev- 
erage brands I represent. 

I’ve had to learn to hold my own in 
the field of business, seeking no special 
favors nor expecting breaks because of 
my size. The same thing applies to the 
other phases of life; my dealing with 
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others is on a man-to-man basis and my 
relationships with women are those of 
any normal adult. When I was in my 
early teens I was the size and had the 
appearance of an eight or ten-year-old 
boy and the girls thought I was “cute,” 
wanted to pick me up and cuddle me. 
This was more than a little frustrating 
considering the fact that I had the same 
instincts and desires as all my buddies, 
who were beginning to go around with 
girls. Today, the situation is quite dif- 
ferent. I date lots of young ladies and 
my size is no handicap at all. 

There are times when even those who 
know me well underestimate me. I re- 
call the time a very good friend of mine 
started raving about a girl he had re- 
cently met. 

“Frankie, she’s a dream,” he told me 
ecstatically. “You’ve got to meet her!” 

“Why? I believe you, pal.” 

“Because I want you to see for your- 
self what a gorgeous creature she is,” 
Joe explained. 

He seemed so eager to impress me that 
] suggested that he bring her by the 
house some evening. Joe accepted the 
invitation and that next weekend he ar- 
rived escorting a charming young lady 
who lived up to everything he’d said 
about her. There were other guests pres- 
ent and I prepared some refreshments, 
put some records on the machine and 
we proceeded to have a good time danc- 
ing and playing cards. 

It was really amusing to watch the 
way my friend Joe hovered over that 
girl. She was attractive, true enough, 
but he was acting like a love-sick school 
boy on his first date. I was mainly con- 
cerned with my duties as host and was 
no more attentive to the girl Joe had 
brought with him than I was to any of 
the others present. 

But a few days later, Joe met me on 
the street and accused me of making a 
play for his girl. He asked me if it 
were true that she had telephoned me a 
couple of times. I told him that she 














had done so but that it was entirely her 
own idea. Joe was so unreasonable 
about the whole thing that I decided 
to have some fun by gently ribbing him. 

“You’re not married to the young 
lady, are you?” I asked, enjoying his 
discomfiture. 


a 
“Engaged to her?” 
“No, but—” 


“Then it’s every man for himself!” 
I announced, just to give him something 
to worry about. 

It’s been rumored that my “little black 
book” is almost as big as I am. That’s 
not true. I admit that my address book 
is well filled and contains names of 
prominent persons from coast to coast. 
But they are mainly business contacts, 
people I meet in connection with my 
position as national sales representative 
of Schenley Distillers. 

It’s part of my job to know people, 
and if some of them happen to be charm- 
ing members of the opposite sex, then 
my work is that much more pleasant! I 
have many friends and acquaintances 
but there is no special one among the 
women I know socially; I value equally 
the friendship of them all. So when my 
journalist friends try to cook up a hot 
romance between “Miss X” and me, I 
don’t even bother to deny it. Why spoil 
their fun? 

The fact is, I like my bachelor way of 
life; it suits me fine. I come and go as 
I please. One day I may be at home in 
New York, and in Houston or Miami 
or Chicago the next. Seeing new places 
and meeting new people is something 
that always did appeal to me, and during 
the course of a year I cover thousands 
of miles by train and plane. I am a 
member of United Air Lines’ “100,000 
Mile Club.” 

I’d much rather talk about my job 
than recount my very ordinary and un- 
exciting love life because I am working 
in a highly competitive field, where the 
key to success is aggressiveness, plus 


eels. 


Small stature often puts Dee into the pre- 
dicament of a 10-year-old boy. Here solves 
one of his every-day problems. 
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Dresser-drawer bed trick, used by famous 
character Kayo in comic strips, is one of 
Dee’s best-loved gags. 
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Dee is well-known for his 
small, intimate parties, which 
are always well decorated 
with feminine pulchritude. 
He admits he sometimes 
thinks of marriage — but 
then reminds himself that 
he’s too little, too fat, too 
selfish, too poor. 




































{ good dancer, Dee’s favorite rug-cutting 
partners include Miss Bruce, who towers 
over him at a private party. 

















former wife, actress Ruby Dee, with dishes 
after climbing up on small step ladder. 


theoretical and practical business train- 
ing. To realize what this means, it is 
important to remember that there was a 
time in my life when I was a uniformed 
exhibit, getting jobs because of my size. 
The path of least resistance for me would 
have been to make a career for myself 
in show business. 

As a matter of fact, my first job was 
as singer and dancer with an outfit billed 
as Jug Wilson and his Midget Vocalist. 
It was the summer of my senior year in 
high school when I joined this group of 
white boys from my home town, Ard- 
more, Oklahoma. We toured middle and 
east Texas and Louisiana, performing in 
honky tonks for whatever the audiences 
tossed into the kitty. But the kitty died 
of malnutrition and we suffered a 
chronic case of miss-meal cramps. It 
was no great loss to the music world 
when we finally gave up the struggle. 

During the Texas Centennial I earned 
fabulous tips as a page boy in the Cen- 
tury Room of the Adolphus Hotel in 
Dallas. There I met the late Ralph Hitz, 
managing director of a chain of hotels, 
who later sent for me to join him in New 
York as his secretary-valet. However, | 





Making big effort as a husband, Dee helped 









A hot baseball fan, Dee is one of Brooklyn 
Dodger pitcher Don Newcombe’s friends, 


yet claims Giants are “his team.” 


did not confine myself to such “show: 
case” jobs. I dabbled in the theater and 
appeared in the Hot Mikado, starring 
Bill “Bojangles” Robinson. In Holly- 
wood I made several musicals and mys- 
tery pictures, including one film with 


Boris Karloff. 


I GUESS I tried a little bit of every- 
thing in those “let ’er rip, don’t give 
a damn” days. Undoubtedly that was 
one of the factors contributing to the 
breakup of my six-year marriage with 
Ruby, my actress wife. She desired no 
part of the humbug life I led, and I can’t 
blame her. When Ruby left, the mold for 
perfect wives was broken as far as | am 
concerned. In the years since, I have 
seen no other who can measure up to 
her. She was a gem; a real fine lady and 
the salt of the earth as a wife. And al- 
though I have changed since those days 
and lead a much less hectic existence, my 
private life is still pretty much public 
property. I seem to make good copy and 
if it doesn’t hurt me, why fight it? 
I have dated many outstanding at- 
tractive girls, but not all of them inti- 
mate personal friends. I may be seen at 
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the theater, or a club escorting or chat- 
ting with such lovelies as actress Vera 
Francis, Paris model Dorothea Towles 
or singer Marian Bruce, but I’m usually 
playing “anchor man,” filling in for 
their regular boy friends. The fellows 
don’t hesitate to call me for such pleas- 
ant assignments because they know I’m 
free and the young ladies are well aware 
that I’m seeking no permanent entangle- 
ments. For my part, I’m delighted to ac- 
commodate them because they all are 
charming company. 

This practice can lead to complica- 
tions, however, as I discovered the eve- 
ning a new night spot was scheduled to 
open in Harlem. The telephone rang as I 
was dressing to attend the big affair. It 
was a friend of mine, a salesman for a 
well-known firm. 

“Frankie, I’m in a jam,” he told me. 
“I was all set to go to the opening of that 
new place tonight and now I’ve got to 
catch a plane for Atlantic City at 8.” 

“Tough luck. I'll be thinking about 
you when the fun starts.” 

“You can do more than that for me if 
you will, old buddy,” he pleaded. 

“For instance?” I asked cautiously. 

“Well, it wouldn’t be right to make 
my date miss it,” he explained. “So how 
about taking her with you tonight?” 

I hesitated. I already had a date who 
was waiting for me to call for her. 

“Do me this one favor and you won't 
be sorry,” my friend went on. “Maybe I 
can do the same for you some day. Be- 
sides, you know her and she’s lots of 
fun,” he added, mentioning the name of 
a young woman whose exquisite features 
have graced the covers of several na- 
tional magazines. 

I tried to beg off, but in the end I 
weakened. So after picking up my date 
I gave the cab driver the address of my 
friend’s girl. The young lady with me 
demanded to know what was happening, 
and I attempted to explain. But the 
more I talked the plainer it became that 
she was just not in an understanding 
mood. 

“So Mr. Dee will make an entrance 
with two girls,” she said sarcastically. 
“How great can you get?” 

I could feel the icicles forming the 
moment the other girl stepped into the 
cab. Despite my uncomfortable position 
the situation was really amusing. There 
I was in the center of the seat with each 
girl glaring right through me at each 
other and tossing polite, but barbed com- 





ments back and forth. By the time we 
arrived at our destination the catty re- 
marks were flying thick and fast and I 
found myself forced to act more like a 
referee than a sophisticated man-about- 
town. I thought the evening would never 
end. Nothing I could say would con- 
vince my date that I was not playing 
both ends against the middle. That was 
one time I realized the truth in that not- 
so-old saying: “Hell hath no music like 
that of a woman playing second fiddle.” 

Some of the girls I’ve dated who were 
companions for an enjoyable evening 
and nothing more personal are Bertha 
Stewart, former Cotton Club and Follies 
dancer and daughter of a socially promi- 
nent southern family; Rhoda Wynn, sec- 
retary; the lovely Clemon girls, Detroit 
socialites; Myla Jewel, Gary, Ind. re- 
ceptionist; Viola Higgs, Miami school 
teacher; Mae Williams, Chicago nurse; 
and Eula Harrington, model and secre- 


tary. 





LOVE’S GAME 


No game was ever worth a rap 

For a rational man to play 

Into which no accident, no 
mishap 

Could possibly find its way. 


But, Daughter of Eve, draw near 
to me 
Ours is love’s climax of emotion 
No frost, flood or wreck-at-sea 
Can set asunder my devotion. 
—Penny Wright 








“But, Frankie, don’t you have any 
faith in women?” my friends often ask 
me when I express some of my views. 

“Surely,” I answer, then repeat an epi- 
gram I once read, “ ‘I respect faith, but 
doubt is what gets you educated’—espe- 
cially with women!” 

Actually, my most successful role is as 
Cupid rather than as Don Juan. I have 
brought together several couples who 
later have married or become very close 
friends—Jet columnist Major Robin- 
son and his wife, Mildred; Vivian 
Wright and George Woods of the Red 
Rooster; Jack Packard and his wife 
Helen; and Jim Dailey of Pittsburgh 
and a very attractive WAVE. 

It was during the run of Hot Mikado 
that I was instrumental in bringing to- 
gether two members of the cast, Lee 
Gaines, now a member of the Delta 
Rhythm Boys, and his sweet wife, Muriel. 


Lee and I had been college classmates 
and were very close friends. He was the 
shy, timid type. Muriel was one of the 
most attractive girls in the show and one 
night while she and I were chatting 
backstage she happened to mention that 
she was single. 

“T thought you were married,” | said 
with some surprise. “I’ve got a buddy 
who'll sure be glad to hear you’re not. | 
He talks constantly about you.” 

“You're kidding,” she said, eyeing me 
closely to see if I were serious. Then her 
curiosity got the best of her. “Who is it, 
Frankie?” 

“My friend, Lee,” I told her. 

“Why, he hardly notices me,” she ex- 
claimed, “and we’ve never exchanged 
more than a few words.” 

While it was true that Lee had ex- 
pressed some interest in Muriel, I pro- 
ceeded to add a few touches of my own 
to get across the idea that he was just 
dying for a chance to know her better. 
It was a simple matter then to arrange 
a movie date and dinner for the three of 
us, and one year later Lee and Muriel 
were married. 

A very important part of my life are 
the friendships I have formed over the 
years with such nice people as the An- 
dersons of Long Island, the Alvin Jack- 
sons of Gary, the Lackeys in Detroit, the 
Carl Washingtons in Chicago, and the 
Peter J. Lanes of Dallas. Seeing them at 
regular intervals and partaking of their 
hospitality as I go from place to place 
makes my work even more pleasant. | 
have lots of fun in a lot of cities, but if 
you ask me which place I like best I have 
to refer to a little game played at the Red 
Rooster. 

Whenever some hot shot from out of 
town drops in with one of the Red 
Rooster regulars, sooner or later he is 
asked the $64 question. How do you like 
New York? Very often the reply is a 
mild, unenthusiastic, “It’s a nice place, 
but—” And then the visitor usually be- 
gins to extol the virtues of his home 
town. Then he is led over to the bar, 
where owner George Woods presides. 

“George, where does a person go when 
he leaves New York?” someone will ask. 

George then gives the foreigner a pity- 
ing glance and replies sadly, “Nowhere!” 

The Red Rooster is unofficial head- 
quarters for salesmen, business execu- 
tives and show people alike and it has a 
very definite place in the ritual I follow 
when I come in (Continued on Page 76 ) 
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A BLONDE-BAIRED, blue-eyi 
Texs woman, the Wife of a respects 
inegyman and the mother of tw 
ely @hildren. . 

I e almost everything i in life whid 
ge person considers necessalg 
hap iness and pride; everything e™ 
that dark cloud in my past whia 
makes if impossible for me to have peaq 
ming and an untegubled conscienc 
' TenfJears ago I fell in love with} 
om It was a love which brought me 


unforgivable4¢rime which neq 
the man I }6ved to disgrace aff 

Many péople, learning the 
tails of my Ny 
becaus@1 am still haunted By it. To them 
it wild seem ridiculoug) hat I should 
comtantly remember the distasteful past 

e there is no possible way I can be 

made to pay for what I did. 


There couldn’t’ be any punishmenf 


a 


| 


She was blonde and blue-eyed and right out of the 


heart of Texas and she had a problem: she was 


in love with a Negro! It was a pain she 


wasn't sure she could endure—it was 


a pleasure she hoped would never end. 


greater than the years of suffering] have 
endured and will endure—for, as Ing as 
I live, I will bear the burden of m¥ guilt 
for my betrayal of an innocent mag 
of my own hompor. . . : 


teered for seryice in the Nurses 
purely because of patriotism andj 
ing the urgent all of our country. # 
quite honest, my enlistment was by 
about mainly because of frustratigg 
the desire to escape from the ugly i 
of life. 
I loved my work as a nurse i 

Houston’ s biggest hospitals. To ng 


seemed such a miracle to have 
which could ease the pain of a 
man being. As a child, I hag 
played nurse. I remember alWays with 
gratitude the quiet efficiency and the 
deep compassion of the registered nurse 
who was constantly at the bedside of my 
mother who died after a long illness 
whgp I was in my early teens. I remem- 
bee vowing that one day I too would 
ear the crisp white of a nurse and dedi- 


her hu- 


always 


@ate myself to the great trust of healing 
(F others. 


My father, a very understanding man, 


& 

often talked with me about my ambition. 
He sacrificed right up until the end of 
his life to see that I got the proper 
schooling and training to qualify me for 
my profession. J’ll always be happy 
that, before he died, he had the gratifi- 
cation of seeing me inducted into the 
sorority of nursing. 

God always séems to know how to 
substitute something positive in the lives 
of people just after something negative 
and hurtful has happened to them. My 
deep grief after the loss of mother had 
been softened by my father’s marked in- 
crease in devotign to me and his encour- 
aging interest in what I wanted to do. 
When my fathér died, leaving me with- 
out relatives and with very few friends, 
a new happingss came along to cushion 
the blow. © 

In this case, happiness was named 
Ralph. e 

Ralph w@s an interne at the hospital. 
We'd been nodding acquaintances for a 
few months before we ever actually held 
a convergation. There weren’t many peo- 
ple around the hospital with whom I was 

. I’ve always been slow to make 
ips and intense about them once 

e formed. I suppose the blow of 
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Suddenly—when they were 


caught—she had a decision to make. 


Should she stand by her lover? 


Or should she—like others 


of her kind—scream rape? 


ather’s death made me crawl even 
urther back into my shell. Many of my 
workers noticed it. Ralph was the 
y one who took it upon himself to do 
mething about it. 
He stopped me one morning as we 
sed each other in the corridor. In- 
id of the pleasant but brief “good 
»rning” we’d been used to exchanging, 
ilph tried his best to create a conversa- 
He asked how were things up on 
floor, remarked that I seemed to be 
ng a little weight, hastened to assure 
that it was all right because it looked 
y becoming. He was obviously just 
king talk in substitution for some- 
ing he really wanted to say. I was sur- 
ised and somewhat flattered at the 
a attention. I had been so down in 
dumps these past weeks, so lonely in 
empty apartment after dad died. 
Ralph was running out of conversa- 
and it was getting more awkward by 
second. Finally he blurted out des- 
rately: 
Miss Davis, do you ever go out with 
me, I mean like to dinner and the 


le looked so embarrassed and boyish 
t I couldn’t help teasing. 
Oh, yes, Doctor. Very often.” 
couldn’t hide his disappointment. 
Well, could I—I mean would you let 
take you out. Like tonight? When 
1 get off?” 
f course, I’d love it,”’ I assured him. 
he look of relief that broke across 





his face was almost comic. 

That was how things began with 
Ralph Sockman. Our first date was al- 
most painful because Ralph, so sure and 
confident about his work, was obviously 
mad about me and a little afraid because 
of my withdrawn attitude. Gradually the 
ice melted and he found that I was what 
I was: a warm, love-starved girl who felt 
sorry for herself and badly needed com- 
panionship and affection. 

Ralph was as affectionate as a little 
boy’s puppy. He was terribly serious 
about his career and that meant we had 
a great deal in common in addition to 
the mutual love and understanding which 
grew between us. 

Within six months’ time we were en- 
gaged. We’d agreed to wait until Ralph 
had completed his interneship before we 
would marry. I was so happy that I guess 
I forgot there was a war raging. Any- 
way, it was a definite shock when Ralph 
told me he was going into service. 

I adjusted to that quickly. Like so 
many others I felt it was going to be just 
a matter of months after America got 
into World War II. After all, 1 wouldn’t 
be alone. I’d have my dreams of Ralph, 
the letters he promised to write regularly. 
I'd spend most of my spare time writing 
him and shopping for little things to 
send him. Then I’d have that wonderful 
day to look forward to; the day when 
he’d return. We agreed that we’d marry 
immediately when he came back. 

It was wonderful hearing from Ralph, 


learning of all the interesting new place 
he was going and the progress he wa 
making in the Medical Corps. He tolj 
me of the glorious beauty of the English 
countryside, the kind hospitality of the 
English people. He described graphically 
the bombing raids, the diving into fox. 
holes. I felt as though I were living ou 
the whole drama of his army life with 
him. 

Before the curtain had been raised q 
year on that drama, it turned into a trag. 
edy for me. I received a long letter from 
Ralph one Saturday morning which 
changed the picture completely. It was 
a letter full of tears and regrets; full of 
pleading for forgiveness. 

It was an old story. Ralph had meta 
girl in England. She had been kind to 
him during his lonely hours. She was 
attractive and sweet and her family had 
accepted him like a son would be accept- 
ed. One evening they had been out to. 
gether, walking and sat down to talk and 
rest in a deserted spot. The inevitable, | 
suppose, had happened. Now the girl 
was in trouble and Ralph had agreed to 
marry her. 

I wasn’t, as much as I would like to 
have been, the enraged, betrayed fiance. 
I didn’t hate Ralph and I didn’t hate the 
girl I'd never seen. I just began living 
in a sort of dull gray void. It was as if 
Ralph had died just as mother and 
my father had died. I was alone again 
and absolutely unhappy, absolutely dis- 
illusioned. Even the work in which I'd 
taken such joy and interest, seemed dull 
and monotonous to me. 

| began paying more attention to the 
radio broadcasts and news stories about 
how badly nurses were needed in the 
service. After thinking it over quite 
thoroughly, I decided that I needed a 
change of atmosphere and tempo. The 
hospital, where Ralph and I had worked 
together, held bitter memories for me 
now. They grew more bitter by the day. 
| volunteered for the Army Nurses 
Corps, hoping against hope that | 
wouldn’t be sent to Europe where | 
might happen to come into contact with 
Ralph. I never wanted to see him again: 
I wanted to forget him. 

Luck was with me. I was assigned to 
a group which ended up in a tremendous 
Army hospital in Manila. I was intrigued 
by the despoiled loveliness of the Philip- 
pines. 

As in the civilian hospital, 1 made 
very few friends (Continued on Page 63) 














HOME SERVICE! 


MAGAZINE | 


FREDA DeKNIGHT 
Home Service Director 


, 


/ 


_— AGAIN to say “Happy New 
Year” !—and may the coming months 
bring a bountiful supply of wonderful 
and pleasant surprises. 
Throughout this season, homes are 
full to overflowing with warm friendship 
and cheerful hospitality. Lusty toasts are 


drunk to welcome in the new year. 
Everyone gathers for fun and frolic, to 


share and enjoy the friendliness of oth- 
ers, and to wish each and every one good 
luck and best wishes. Moods of gaiety 
and contentment prevail, for at midnight, 
wise old Father 1954 gladly gives way to 
the bouncing vitality of the bouncing new 
baby, 1955. Hundreds of resolutions are 
made as the celebration gets under way. 
Brimming glasses of rich, fragrant egg- 
nog await latecomers to the fun and 
laughter. And New Year’s is a time of 
thankfulness, too, as we survey the past 
year with satisfaction and look to the 
coming year with great expectations. 
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Chic Alaska Sealskin coat is smart enough 
for any occasion. Although the new seal. 
skin is light in weight, it is warm as toast. 














Stunning black Alaska sealskin coat is full 
length, with unusual jutting, side pockets. 
The shawl collar frames the face and neck. 
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SEALSKIN, the fur that was the ultimate of high style in the 
twenties, is back again more luxuriously-styled and smartly- 
tailored than ever before. Today, it is one of the most popular 
furs on the market. Not expensive as compared to fabulous 
mink, sealskin coats fall within a reasonable price bracket that 
appeals to many women. The modern coats are much lighter 
in weight, glossier and more luxuriant in appearance than the 
older versions. Formerly known as “Hudson Seal” the name 
has been changed to sealskin. 

Much has been made by furriers to make the pelts softer, 
lighter and more flexible, thus making it easier to style the seal- 
skin to fit a smart, sleek silhouette. The most dramatic styling 
appears in coats cut with a flare and accented with pert collars 
and deep, full sleeves. With the straight, semi-fitted coats, the 
collars are bigger although intricately worked with tucks and 
darts to give a soft, smooth appearance. 

TAN’s smart sealskin coats are by 
Handin-Portnoy & Senter. 


“2 


ak 
eee ae 


8 i 


Full length coat is well styled, smart and 
warm. Designed with rich, full lines, it 
buttons from a high neckline to the waist. 


Smartly styled and good for any occasion, 
is @ finger tip coat that features a soft 
full back. It has a cardigan neckline 

















Be guty 


Colles Girls Facial 


p the hair away from the face, tie it loosely with a terry towel or scarf. Place 
ads soaked in witch hazel over the eyes. Cleanse the face thoroughly with two 
tpplications of cleansing cream, then apply another light film of cream. 


: j i 


As « result of the stimulating facial treat- 
ft, the finished product is a a > 


i smooth complexion i healthy ain 


COLLEGE GIRL’S CALENDAR 

of social and academic events makes 

it essential that she keep her skin meticu- 
lously clean and flawless. The secret of 
complexion radiance is day-by-day care, 
punctuated by a professional facial treat- 
ment administered by a qualified beau- 
tician. It is surprising how many college 
coeds are apt to neglect their skin, but 
are quick to blame faulty diets and food 
fads as the primary cause of bumps and 
blackheads. In reality, such skin dis- 
orders can be averted by eating properly 
and keeping the skin clean and healthy. 
A clean skin sets the groundwork for 

a good, invigorating facial. Cleansing of 





Work cream into the skin so he entire ae including eyebrows, is covered. The massage movements pone es the chin and lower 
part of the face are long, gentle strokes. Skin is not stretched but massaged upward using four finger motions. 


os 
the skin extends far beyond the soap and *, > Se ; 
water method, for few women possess : hah? 7 
complexions that are not in need of lu- 
bricants to replace the essential oils be- 
ing washed away daily. Soap and water 
is good, but here we recommend a rich, 
lubricating cleansing cream for best re- 
sults. A good facial treatment does the 
most good at this point. 

An extra light film of cream is ap- 
plied with gentle motions and massaged 
into the face and neck. The massage 
movements give the necessary stimula- 
tion and send the blood coursing be- 


Remove eye pads. Place a terry cloth towel in warm water and wring out excess moisture. 


Cover the face, neck and chin and pat gently. Repeat process until most of the cleansing 
cream is removed from these areas. 


Remove remaining cleansing cream with clean cotton pads The face is now ready for eye sale which can be applied now 
soaked in astringent. Be particularly careful to remove all or after the powder and powder base. With a sharp, pointed 
cream around areas of the nose and chin. eyebrow pencil follow the natural line of the brow. 


neath the skin. A good rule for college a 

girls to follow is to try to have at least 

one facial treatment a week. Interchange 

“facial dates” with your dormitory pals 

and learn the procedure necessary to 

give a professional facial. It is well 

worth the try. The rich oils contained 

in the cleansing cream help to restore 

the diminishing supply of natural oils, §& 

and slows down the tendency toward [@ 

wrinkles in later _— The two skin Mascara makes eyelashes appear thicker and longer. If the lashes are scraggly and 

types that require special attention are  ;pjn, apply the first coat of mascara and before it dries, dust the lashes with a light 

excessively oily skin and dry skin. film of powder. Then apply a second coat and lashes will look longer and thicker. 
41 
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ighlight the Hair with Color 


AIR COLORING is as much a 
“must” as lipstick if women are to 
make the most of their feminine allure. 
Lighting the hair adds lustre and high- 
lights, and helps to achieve the fashion- 
able blond streaks which have become 
so popular. 

There is no longer any excuse for the 
average woman to have drab-looking 
tresses, for a quick, easy method of dra- 
matically lighting the hair has been in- 
troduced by Nestle-LeMur. Called “Nes- 
tle Lite,” it is a creamy hair lightener 
which contains lanolin and conditioning 

— oils to leave the hair silky and glowing 
1 quart-size bowl for a a with lightened beauty. 
né gest ingyen ~ ail Women may light their hair as little 
- , or as much as they please, depending 
upon the length of time the preparation 
is left in the hair. 
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Coot relief from 
ltching, burning of 


Pimples 


“Ugly pimples on my face 
really bothered me. The itch- 
ing, burning made me scratch 
continually. I tried many skin 
lotions and ointments, but 
none helped the misery like 
Black and White Ointment. 
It soon relieved the itching 
and burning. I keep Black and 
White Ointment handy all the 
time.”’ 
Jerelyn Matthis 
Dallas, Texas 


GET FAST RELIEF TODAY 


Eases sting of eczema, simple ring- 
worm; eases itch of acne, acts as 
antiseptic dressing to help prevent 
spread of infection. 25¢, and 60¢. To 
cleanse your skin, always use mild, 
pure Black and White Skin Soap. 


a 


Begin applying the foam at the back of the 
head and work forward with Y-inch sec- 
tions until entire head is covered. 


BLACK 4x0 WHITE OINTMENT 





F RE FI 900 MAGIC MONEY-MAKING 
= KITS FOR MEN WHO WILL 
WEAR AND SHOW wexsune SUITS! 


Don’t Send\a\Periny 


Earn Cash—Get Suits 
«+. in Just Spare Time 

Get this big Sample Case and 
magic money-making Outfit— 
FREE! Earn up to $30.00 ina 
day in just spare hours—easy— 
plus your own made-to-meas- 
ure suits without paying even 
one penny! Just show sensa- 
tional values in fine tailored 
suits and coats to friends, 
neighbors, fellow-workers, and 
take their orders. BIG CASH 
PROFITS in advance for you, 
and your own suits to wear and 
show without a cent of cost. 


Everything FREE! No Experience— 

No Tailoring Knowledge Needed 
We send you everything —absolutely FREE—to 
start you making money and getting your own fine 
made-to-measure suits at once—a big professional- 
looking Sample Case with over 100 samples, full- 
color style display, and complete equipment and 
money-making plans. Don’t wait! This opportunity 
is limited. Mail the coupon NOW! 
J.C. FIELD & SON, Inc., Dept. W-1064 
Harrison & Throop Sts., Chicago 7, Illinois 





Sips 





Rinse the foam out in clear warm water, 
using several rinses. Shampoo hair with 
a mild shampoo. Rinse well and set hair. 






































An American favorite, the doughnut, 
especially popular at holiday time. 
These Pecan Doughnuts have every- 
thing to offer in baking and eating 
pleasure. Tender and feathery as the 
lightest cake, they have a delicate fla- 
vor with a “surprise” center. They are 
simple to mix and an easy deep fat 
frying chore. You will enjoy making 
these doughnuts and you will be proud 
of your achievement. Just right for 
afternoon and evening snacks; just as 
right and good to eat at any time. 


PECAN DOUGHNUTS 
Yield: 344 dozen 

3% cups sifted all- 2 tablespoons 

p. ens a shortening, melted 
4 teaspoons Clabber 14 teaspoons grated 
Girl Baking Powder orange rind 
Y4 teaspoon salt 2 eggs 

4 teaspoon ground ¥% cup beet or cane 
nutmeg sugar 
Pecan halves 
Cinnamon sugar 
Sift together flour, baking powder, 
salt, and nutmeg. Mix together milk, 
melted shortening, and orange rind. 
Beat eggs until thick and lemon col- 
ored. Beat in sugar gradually. Add 
sifted dry ingredients and milk mix- 
ture alternately, a little of each at a 
time, beating after each addition until 
blended. Cover and chill 2 hours or 
longer. Roll 4% inch thick on lightly 
floured board. Cut with 2-inch cookie 
cutter. Place 1 pecan half in center of 
each, fold dough around nut, seal, and 
mold with hands quickly into a ball. 
Fry in deep hot fat heated to 375! F., 
until a golden brown color. Drain on 
paper toweling. Toss while hot in cin- 
namon sugar. 


Y cup milk 



















































NOTICE: Don’t let yourself forget how good 

your beking can be with CLABBER int, 

the beking powder with the Balanced 
double action! 


CLABBER GIRL 


1S NOW EXCLUSIVELY KNOWN AS 
THE BAKING POWDER WITH THE 
BALANCED DOUBLE ACTION 


HULMAN & COMPANY @ 
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TEEN 
TALK 


AY I HAVE THIS DANCE? ... 

or to get the same results . . . shall 

we polish the floor? Sounds like a sim- 

ple invitation with lots of fun in the 

offing, doesn’t it, but how many of you 

teenagers with the glib tongue and fancy 
slang vocabulary can dance? 

Dig that square, you say! Better bend 
your flappers my way and listen to this 
heavy stuff I’m about to put down. But 
don’t get me wrong, Buster, I too had 
to learn that it takes more than a few 
fantastic turns and a sizzling swing of 
the hips to be a good dancer. So, right 
now let me declare myself, and make it 
clear that this little jive session is 
supposed to hit the bopsters right be- 
tween the eyes . . . especially the real 
cool cats who sneer at dances that don’t 
require jet propelled gyrations and 
fancy footwork. 

Agreed, the bunny hop is fine and 
lively . . . the “chicken’s” real great 
too, but just who can take such carry- 
ings on for a steady dance diet? Since 
variety is the spice of life let’s “live it 
up” on the ball room floor as well. Danc- 
ing, after all, is a social skill, as essential 
to both sexes as learning how to talk 
with strangers at a party. And some- 
times it’s an excellent substitute when 
the conversation balks or lags during 
the evening, for to ask a person to dance 
is paying him or her an indirect compli- 
ment. 

Let me digress a bit and talk to the 
“real gone” cats who consider them- 
selves smooth, polished operators but 
who actually resemble lumberjacks on 
the dance floor. 

It’s no secret that girls are much bet- 
ter dancers than boys (at least for the 
first few years anyway). There are those 
who will fervently disagree with me, but 
give me a few minutes and I’ll prove my 
point. Not only do girls mature at an 
earlier age than boys, and therefore 
have a few extra years of experience, 





but they also have less inhibitions about 





By Jane Walters 


dancing with one another. In gym class, 
for instance, is an excellent opportunity 
for girls to learn social dancing, and 
frequently several weeks are set aside 
for this particular purpose. Many girls 
learn from their older sisters or brothers 
who are generally most helpful in teach- 
ing the younger set the latest steps. Boys 
consider it freakish to dance with each 
other and are quick to label a buddy 
“silly sissy” if he so much as thought 
about learning how to dance with his 
football associates. Whereas he’s so- 
cially approved by the group should he 
ask for instructions on a forward pass 
of geometry he’s often mocked and 
mimicked if he professes any interest in 
learning a good dancing technique. On 
the other hand girls are more naturally 
interested in dancing skill because it 
ties in so readily with the basic lessons 
of poise and social grace that start as 
soon as they are born. It’s an integral 
part of their femininity. 

Now boys, hold it a minute . 
don’t slam this article down and walk 
off in a huff because I’m really striking 
at the core of boy-girl-dance trouble. 
And girls you needn’t be too smug about 
the situation, either, because there’s lots 
of improvement you can make, too. 
Since you do devote so much time to be- 
come dreamy dancers, it’s time for boys 
to wake up to the fact that to be a good 
leader is much more difficult and takes 
a longer time to perfect. 

Now, mister, let’s really get down to 
the “nitty gritty” and learn a few things. 
This dancing business can’t be picked 
up the night before the big shindig. It 
might even take weeks to harness those 
gridiron tactics and cool them down to 
acceptable decorum. Granted, the bunny 
hop and the bop have their place in 
dancing but what we are really stressing 
are the good basic dance steps like a 
brisk fox trot (suitable for ballroom 
dancing), a graceful waltz or an ener- 
getic tango or rumba. 
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No place in your gang for that corn? 
Wanna bet? Watch your favorite movie 
stars dance in a musical comedy or even 
on the ballroom floor. Smooth numbers, 
huh? And its fun too. . . Don’t get me 
wrong you “crazy critters.” I’m not 
ostracizing your favorite bops or trots, 
but what I’m really saying is there is a 
time and place for all kinds of dancing 
and wise is the person who realizes this 
and does something about it. Think back 
and you'll recognize exactly what I'm 
trying to prove. Remember that spring 
formal where every guy and his gal had 
planned weeks in advance for the big 
night? It was formal too and all the 
Jacks and Jills dressed in pretty pastel 
frocks or sharp tuxedos. The trouble 
began when the dancing started, and 


oh what trouble it was! Why that dance. 


floor turned into a whirlwind of flounces 
and tail flapping. What happened? No- 
body, but nobody knew how to “cool” 
the dancing and everyone was tearing 
up the floor and, incidentally his or her 
clothes. Instead of settling down for a 
pleasant evening of smooth dancing 
spiced with an occasional jump number 
or tango... or rumba, everybody 
was lindy-hopping around the place. 
Yes, they did know better, it was just 
that they hadn’t taken time to prepare 
themselves for this situation. So watch 
your step kids, particularly you boys 
who really need to know how to dance, 
and brush up on your behavior before 


donning a tuxedo. 


MAKE EXTRA MONEY!! 


Spare time work at home. Big mail-order firm 
needs men and women to send out postcards. 
Easy! No experience necessary. Just address and 
mail. Steady work every month. Act now 
write at once. 


BUSINESS INFORMATION CORPORATION 


143 Belmont Street, Belmont, Mass. 





IF YOU SUFFER 
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RELIEF 


with 
The way thousands of = 
physicians and dentists recommend 


HERE’S WHY .... Anacin is like a doctor's 
prescription. That is, Anacin contains not 
just one but a combination of medically 
proved active ingredients. No other prod- 
uct gives faster, longer-lasting relief from 
pain of headache, neuritis, neuralgia 
than Anacin Tablets. Buy Anacin® today! 
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MEN CAN’T RESIST 
A CLEAR, LIGHT COMPLEXION 


Do the men flock around you at a party? 
Or do they look you over and then—well 

sort of overlook you? Perhaps your 
complexion is to blame. If so, just do this: 


Get NADINOLA now at your drug store 
or toilet counter. See for yourself what 
millions have already proven about its 
wonderful bleaching and clearing action. 
See how it gives your skin that creamier, 
brighter, clearer appearance that makes 
men look at you with new interest—and 
causes women to exclaim, ‘“‘How lucky 


FOR OILY SKIN 

New Nadinola De Luxe 
is non-oily, 

greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens 

shine. 75c and $1.25 _ 
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FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream 
is enriched with fine 
cosmetic oils. 75c and $1.10 





she is to have such lovely, light skin!” 

NADINOLA works so fast, results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! Use it to 
lighten your complexion, to loosen black- 
heads, to make your skin feel softer 
and smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 

There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA—one 
for oily skin, one for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action. Both guaranteed to satis- 
fy you completely or money back. Get 
NADINOLA today! NADINOLA, Paris, Tenn. 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


JUST ONE JAR will make your 
complexion brighter and lovelier! 








SOOTHES- PROTECTS- -RELIEVES 
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BURNS - SCRAPES 
SCALDS - SIMPLE CUTS 


CHAFED SKIN 


World's Largest Seller at 10¢ 
Save More on 25¢ Size 


it at ENLARGED 









part of a group picture. Original is 
returned with your enlargement. 


SendNo Money 3 for $]50 = 


Just mail phote, negative or s: 

shot (any size) and receive ¢ your enlar enlargement 
guenenseeds fadeless, cabeuees ble-weight 
portrait q cay postman 67c plus 
= by send 69c Prith order and we pay 

e advantage of this amazing offer. Pee your om photos today. 


Professional Art Studies, 544 S. Main, Dept. 55-A, Princeton, Iilineis 
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IMITATION 
DIAMOND RINGS 
$1.95 sac $2.95 


Beautiful Solitaire and Wedding 
ring set with lovely imitation dia- 
monds in 1/30 14 Kt yellow Gold 
4-1 or Sterling Silver. SEND NO 

ONEY. Pay Postman on delivery 
— Federal Tax and postage 
charges on Money-Back Guarantee. 


PROTECTO, Dept. 11LA, 913 N. Rush, Chicago, III. 











POEMS WANTED 


To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best poems today for 
FREE EXAMINATION. Any Subject. Im- 








Phonograph Records Made 
CROWN MUSIC CO. 1478-M Breadway, New York 36, N. Y. 
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) EASY to do something special 
iday time, for this is the season 

r for friendliness, good cheer 
hospitality. A successful party 
upon that special touch, and 
especially true when entertaining 
Year’s Eve. At this time, an 


open house seems to be the favorite type 
of informal entertaining. 

There is nothing that can help fill the 
bill for genial hospitality like good, 
heart-warming drinks. Fragrant with 
rich spices and delightfully-thick and 
smooth-tasting, is the most popular New 


Year’s drink of all, “eggnog.” Without a 
doubt, any home will be the most pop- 
ular on the block when the neighbors 
discover that the finest, richest “eggnog” 
and “Tom and Jerry” and snacks are be- 


ing served. 


Drinks And Snacks For New Year’s 


Frosty Nog 





Combine 4 quarts eggnog, 1 quart milk and 2 quarts strawberry ice cream in a large bowl. 


Beat with an egg beater until well blended. Pour into tall glasses. 


Top with generous 


spoonfuls of ice cream, and sprinkle with finely chopped maraschino cherries. For variety, 
vanilla ice cream may be used, and the topping can be made of crushed peppermint candy. 
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Bite-Size Appetizers 


Melt ¥3 cup of butter in a saucepan. Add 
1 tbsp. worcestershire sauce, 1 tsp. garlic 
salt, and Yo cup chopped nut meats. Add 
1 cup bite-size shredded wheat biscuits and 
1 cup bite-size rice chex. Stir with a lifting 
motion for 5 minutes, making sure all bis- 
cuits are covered with butter mixture. Pour 
into bowl and cool before serving. 


Orange-Almond-Date Bread 
Sift 2 cups flour, 3 tsps. baking powder, 


4 tsp. salt, 34 cup sugar. Add %4 cup 
chopped almonds, 3 cup chopped dates. 
Beat together 1 cup Carnation milk, 1 egg, 
2 tbsps. melted shortening. Add to dry 
ingredients. Bake in paper-lined loaf pan 
in moderate oven 50-60 minutes. Combine 
14 cup corn syrup, %4 cup orange juice. 


Extra Rich Eggnog 


Beat yolks of 12 eggs with 2 cups sugar until light and foamy. 
Add | tsp. salt, 1 tsp. nutmeg, 1 quart brandy, 1 pint rum, and 
keep beating constantly. Add 2 quarts milk slowly, and 2 
quarts heavy cream slightly beaten (or 1 quart cream and 1 
quart ice cream). Beat 12 egg whites until stiff, with 14 cup sugar. 
Fold into eggnog lightly. Sprinkle top with nutmeg and serve. 


Eggnog 
Beat 3 eggs until foamy. Add: Yg tsp. salt and 13 cup sugar and 
continue beating until well blended. Stir in 22 cups evaporated 
milk, 24 cup water and 2 tsps. vanilla. Chill about 3 or 4 hours 
before serving. For fluffy eggnog, separate eggs, using only yolks 
in basic mixture to be chilled. When ready to serve, beat whites 
just until they hold a soft peak and fold into eggnog mixture. 









“Carnation gives my foods 
such a rich flavor!” 


Sr 


(arnatios 













How full a life can one woman have! 
fect answer to that is Mrs. Ber- 
sradford Bass... well-known 
cher of Little Rock, Arkansas 
lege graduate with a degree in 
Economics ... wife of a promi- 
(ethodist minister...and mother 

| e fine children. 





isy lady is also active in the 
Alpha Kappa Alpha sorority, 
other civic groups. 


1 to eat well in our family,” says 

“That’s why I’ve used dou- 
Carnation for years. I’ve found 
st no other milk like Carnation. 
1 blending qualities give foods 
ich flavor and texture. And I 
th Carnation, I can count on 
high quality every time.” 





youre an experienced home- 
ke Mrs. Bass—or a brand-new 
ist starting to cook—your food 
much richer with Carnation! 





Mrs. Bass says: 


I'ry this 
COCONUT 
e RICE PUDDING 
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j Makes 6 servings) 
] cups (large can) undiluted CARNA- 
j vith 1 cup water. 2 eggs. 2 cup sugar. 


poon salt, 1 teaspoon nutmeg and 142 
| : ns vanilla. Pour over 2 cups cooked 
nd % cup shredded coconut in 2-quart 
place casserole in pan of water. 

/ : 5 n moderate 
j j 350°F.) 30 
H i Stir gent- 
Hy j ntinue bak- 
| ) minutes. 

th 4% cup 














H j during 
i | minutes 
king. Cool 

serving. 
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Says: 

Mrs. Bernice 

Bradford Bass, 
Schoolteacher, 
Capital Hill School, 
Little Rock, Arkansas 





Ladies of the Alpha Kappa Alpha so- 
rority discuss committee activities in 
the Bass living room, as Mrs. Bass 
(right) serves frozen strawberries 


topped with whipped Carnation. 


Pr, ol 


Mrs. Bass serves Carnation-rich rice 
pudding to her husband and two chil- 
dren, Bennie Lou and Harry. Another 
son is in the Air Force. All got their 
start in life on Carnation! 





Her children love cocoa for breakfast. 
“Everyone knows how creamy-good 


ease Carnation is in coffee,” says Mrs. Bass, 


“but did you know that Carnation 
makes wonderful cocoa, too?” 


WORLD'S LEADING BRAND OF EVAPORATED MILK 
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Party Oyster Stew 
Save liquor from 1 quart.of oysters. Melt 
8 thsps. butter in top of large double 
boiler. Stir in 2 tbsps. flour, mixing until 
smooth. Gradually add oyster liquor, 3 
cups milk, and 1 pint whipping cream and 
blend well. Cook over boiling water until 
slightly thickened, stirring occasionally. 
Season with celery salt, salt and pepper. 
Add oysters and cook until they are plump. 


Extra Tasty Ham Loaf 
Blend together thoroughly 1 lb. ground 
ham, | 1b. ground beef, 24, cup fine crumbs, 
1 cup evaporated milk, % tsp. salt, % tsp. 
pepper, 14 tsp. celery salt, %4 cup chopped 
onion, 14 cup chopped green pepper. Place 
mixture in a paper-lined loaf pan and bake 
in a moderate oven about 1 hour. Allow to 
stand 10 minutes. Turn out on serving 

plate. Serve hot or cold. 





Orange Eggnog 

Whip 6 eggs until light; add %4 cup sugar, 
4 tsp. each of cinnamon, ginger an 

cloves. Stir in 2 quarts chilled fresh orange 
juice and /% cup fresh lemon juice. Cut 1 
quart vanilla ice cream into small cubes 
and pour into punch bowl. Pour orange 
juice mixture over this and add 1 quart of 





gingerale. Sprinkle with nutmeg. Pour 
into punch cups and serve. 
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13 MURDERS 


Dr. Julian H. Lewis 


Author of “The Biology Of The Negro” 


AS UNBELIEVABLE as it may seem, 

about one person in five dies under 
circumstances that require an investiga- 
tion by police officials to determine if 
death was due to natural causes or if it 
was due to homicide, suicide, accident or 
criminal negligence. 

For hundreds of years the duty of de- 
termining if a person dies from un- 
natural causes has been that of the 
coroner. In recent years it is being real- 
ized more and more that this is not a 
problem for the untrained layman but 
for one who is highly skilled in the 
medical sciences. In some communities, 
notably Boston and New York City, the 
office of coroner has been abolished and 
replaced with an officer known as the 
Medical Examiner who is an efficient 
pathologist. In these cities the Medical 
Examiner is permitted to do whatever he 
sees fit to find the cause of death in sus- 
picious deaths. Only he under these cir- 
cumstances can sign a death certificate. 
In other cities and states, while the 
coroner is still retained, reliance is 
placed on skilled medical personnel for 
technical evidence by which an accurate 
interpretation of the circumstances of 
death can be made. 

The medical specialist who is trained 
to find why and under what circum- 
stances people die is the pathologist. In 
order to practice his specialty the path- 


ologist must not only know what other 


doctors know but he must also be a 
skilled chemist, a bacteriologist, a phar- 
macologist, and entomologist and bota- 
nist. He must know about firearms and 
be able to operate the complicated ap- 
paratus of a modern crime laboratory. 
Further than this he must be a good 
thinker with ability to organize and in- 
terpret the facts he obtains. He is often 
called the doctor’s doctor because prac- 
ticing physicians go to him for advice 
about their patients. To illustrate this is 
a good story about a physician who had 
a patient with a chronic cough the cause 
of which could not be found. The doc- 
tor took to a pathologist a specimen of 
sputum that the patient coughed up. He 
hoped to find help in making a diagnosis 
and thereby to effect a cure. The path- 
ologist glanced at the specimen through 
his microscope and at once said “your 
patient is a barber. He is a short man 
and is nearsighted. If he will wear 
glasses and stand on a stool at work he 
will get well.” The doctor was amazed at 
the accuracy of the statement and asked 
how he knew. The pathologist explained 
that the answer was simple. The micro- 
scope showed that the sputum contained 
many short pieces of hair of human 
origin. This indicated that the patient 
was a barber. The only way for a barber 
to get so many hairs into his lungs is to 
work with his face close to his custom- 
er’s head. This he would need to do only 





if he is nearsighted. Also if he is short 
he would have to turn his head upward 
permitting even more to fall into his 
nose. The hair in the bronchial tubes 


set up an inflammation causing the 


cough. 

As anyone knows who has ever read a 
mystery story, the first thing the path- 
ologist is called upon to do in a suspect- 
ed murder case is to determine the time 
of the victim’s death. This is important 
because it narrows the number of pos- 
sible murderers. It is also important for 
other reasons. For example, a young 
woman took out a life insurance policy 
which provided that for a period of one 
year from the date of the policy no bene- 
fits would be paid if death was due to 
suicide. At five minutes after midnight 
on the day following the expiration of 
the one year clause, she committed sui- 
cide by taking strychnine. Fifteen min- 
utes later she was dead. Fortunately 
witnesses present could state definitely 
the time of death, but had she died alone 
and the body found twelve hours later, 
the insurance claim would have been 
contested because it would have been 
impossible to determine if death oc- 
curred before or after midnight, whether 
or not the suicide exemption clause was 
in operation. 

It often happens that a husband and 
wife are both found dead. It is im- 
portant for the pathologist to determine 
which died first. If the husband died 
even a minute before the wife, a portion 
of his estate is automatically vested in 
her and, after her death, in her heirs 
who may be entirely different from his 
heirs. On the other hand if she died even 
an instant before he did, her heirs would 
not share a cent of his estate unless they 
were specifically provided for in the will. 

Mystery stories to the contrary not- 
withstanding, it is not possible to fix 
more than the approximate time of 
death. This is done by taking the tem- 
perature of various parts of the body, by 
observing whether or not the muscles 
have become stiff (rigor mortis) , or how 
much blood has settled in the lower por- 
tions of the body. While there are rules 
for interpreting these facts there are also: 
many factors that upset the rules making 
them wholly unreliable. The problem is 
even more complicated if the body has 
been dead several days, weeks, or 
months when decomposition is ad- 
vanced. 

The pathologist most often depends 
49 
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ringing 
Up Baby 


PV 
( MOTHER OF 5 ) 


Well, another year is just 
around the corner and all 
and sundry are making 
brave promises about fu- 
ture behavior. How about 
you? Why not make a few 
resolutions like these: 
“Wherever my baby is 
concerned, I shall try to 
let the happy side of my 
eart show. I shall learn to curb frowns and 
-ultivate smiles. I shall do my best to bring 
tenderness (instead of a let’s-get-it-over- 
with-attitude) to every baby task.” Surpris- 
ing how these expressions of love make baby 
thrive; make you extra-glad to be alive. 





Mrs. Dan Gerber 





Good start for the New Year, or any time 
of year Gerber’s Cereal “Quads” ...a 
convenient, four-in-one pack of Gerber’s 
famous Baby Cereals. Small-size boxes of 
Rice, Barley, Oatmeal and Cereal Food 
(a mixed cereal)—all wrapped together in 
cellophane. Easiest way in the world to in- 
troduce the variety baby wants and needs. 


Like Gerber’s regular-size cereals, each 
of the “Quads” has a mild, pleasing flavor 
partial to wakening taste buds. All have the 


smooth texture that feels particularly nice. 
All pre-cooked. Just add milk, formula or 
other liquids. The “Quads” are fortified 
with iron, calcium and B-vitamins. 


Good things, they say, come in small pack- 
ages. So remember— outsize portions dis- 
courage pint-size appetites. Small servings 
and spare spoonfuls are more likely to 
make baby call for second helpings. 





{nother good starter for baby’s early 
menus may well be bananas. (Most doctors 
recommend bananas as an early food.) 
Gerber’s New Strained Bananas are ideal 
for even the tiniest babies. Made from 
fully-ripened fruit . . . specially processed 
to preserve delicate flavor and true, appeal- 
Gerber’s Strained Bananas are 
easy to digest ... since the degree of 
ripeness is always uniform. Gerber’s Baby 
Foods, Fremont, Michigan. 


ing color 
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upon an autopsy to determine the exact 
cause of death. This is* a procedure 
where every part of the body is dissected 
and carefully scrutinized. Years of train- 
ing enables him to know if there is a 
departure from the normal and to ascer- 
tain what caused the abnormality. He 
will probably use the microscope to 
make the final decision. Sometimes the 
organs may be submitted to a chemical 
test or a bacteriological examination. 
When all of this work is finished he will 
know accurately why the person died. He 
will be able to reconstruct the sequence 
of events that led to death. Moreover, he 
will find mementos of most of the ill- 
nesses suffered over a lifetime. 

The combination of an experienced 
pathologist and a keen observant police 
officer often obtains fantastic results in 
apprehending a murderer. Beginning 
with a death that they are not even sure 
is a murder they will prove that it is one 
and then step by step amass a chain of 
facts to show not only how the murder 
was done but that indicate who is the 
murderer. Of course they have access to 
modern scientific laboratories which in- 
clude finger-print identification, micro- 
scopic examination of bullets, chemical 
identification of blood, and spectroscopic 
examinations of various objects, but 
without the ability to interpret the sig- 
nificance of results obtained in this way 
the best equipment in the world stands 
for naught. 


NE OF THE PROBLEMS often sub- 
mitted to the pathologist by the po- 

lice is to determine if a stain is made by 
blood or some other substance. If it is 
blood, is it of human or animal origin? 
If it is of human origin to which of the 
four blood groups does it belong? A 
man was found murdered in an alley. A 
suspect, known to be an enemy of the 
victim was picked up nearby and found 
to have blood on his shirt. The stain 
was brown and an attempt had been 
made to wash it out. But tests proved it 
nevertheless to be blood. The suspect 
stated that he worked in the stockyards 
and was often sprayed with beef blood. 
The pathologist has a very efficient 
serum test that will tell not only if blood 
is human or animal in origin but will let 
him know precisely what animal it came 
from. Extracts made of the shirt stains 
were submitted to these tests with the 
result that the stains proved to be from 
human blood. Confronted with this the 


suspect recalled that a few days pre- 
viously he had a profuse nosebleed that 
soiled his shirt. Examination showed 
that the murdered man’s blood was type 
O, but the blood on the suspect’s shirt 
was type B as was also the suspect’s own 
blood. With the proved assumption that 
the man told the truth he was released as 
a suspect. Before the days of these scien- 
tific tests it was possible for the man to 
be convicted of murder since motive, op- 
portunity, and blood stains indicated it. 

A body is often found in water. The 
problem for the pathologist is to find if 
the deceased died by drowning or was 
murdered and then thrown into the 
water. It is obvious that a drowning per- 
son in his final struggles will draw water 
into his lungs. It is equally obvious that 
water would not be sucked into the lungs 
if the person was already dead when. 
placed in the water. It would seem that 
a simple way to solve the problem would 
be an examination to find if there is 
water in the lungs. However, there are 
many diseases which, especially in their 
terminal stages, cause the lungs to fill up 
with fluid indistinguishable from the 
fluid from drowning. Confronted with 
this problem, a New York pathologist 
devised another test that seems to work 
in most instances. Sodium chloride (or- 
dinary table salt) is always present in a 
certain amount in blood. When fresh 
water is drawn into the lungs as in 
drowning the water finds its way along 
one of the blood vessels from the lung to 
the left side of the heart to. dilute the 
sodium chloride in the blood there. If 
drowning takes place in salt water then 
the salt in the left heart is increased. 
Therefore a chemical analysis for salt in 
the blood of the left heart will determine 
if drowning has taken place. 

The pathologist not only helps convict 
the guilty but often protects the inno- 
cent. Take for instance an episode where 
two high school boys quarreled. One of 
them drew back his fist and in an instant 
the other boy was on the ground. As he 
went down his head struck the curb and 
it was soon discovered that he was dead. 
His assailant was indicted for murder 
and finally came to trial. Meanwhile the 
pathologist had done an autopsy to find 
that there was no serious injury either 
as a result of a blow or a fall. Actually 
the boy had died of an acute heart at- 
tack. Apparently the violent emotional 
episode was too much for an already 
weakened heart. (Continued on Page 77) 
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Slight cross-eyedness, like that of this handsome little boy, should not cause parents worry. 
As he grows older, his eye muscles will strengthen and he will be able to coordinate move- 
ment of his eyeballs. 


WHAT YOU SHOULD KNOW 
ABOUT YOUR CHILD'S EYES 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In 


Pediatrics 


Northwestern University 


HE PROUD young couple stood be- 
side a crib, admiring their week-old, 
first-born child. The father still wore 
that look of wonderment, and the moth- 
er couldn’t stop telling herself—and her 
hushand—how sweet. cute, and lovely 
the little, nine-pound girl was: nor could 
she stop dreaming about the kind of 
woman the baby would grow up to be. 
Turning to her husband, the mother 
said: “I'll be glad when she can see.” 


, 


“She can see now,” said the husband. 
“Oh, no she can’t,” said the mother. 
“Newborn babies can’t see. It’s weeks 
before they can see.” 
The husband smiled condescendingly, 


all-knowingly. “You've been listening to 


““Ba- 


babies can see 


those old stories again,” he said. 
bies aren’t like kittens 





when they’re born. Ask the doctor.” 
Unconvinced by her husband’s argu- 
ment, the young mother put the question 


The 


doctor confirmed what the husband had 


to their doctor on her next visit. 


said. But—he explained that while ba- 
bies can see when they’re born. they 
don’t see as adults see. When they’re 
born, they can see light, but they can’t 
see colors until they’re about three 
months old, 

The doctor explained that the old 
story about babies not being able to see 
probably got started because babies are 


unable to follow objects at birth. Not 














Design 
Smant-Looking Clothes 
STUDY AT HOME—DEVELOP YOUR TALENT 
V 7hether you wish to make a career of dress design- 

ing or want only to gain the skill needed to create 
original styles for yourself and members of your family, 
the National School of Dress Design now offers you the 
opportunity to acquire practical basic training which re- 
quires only spare time study at home. 

To those with aptitude, our interesting home study 
foundation Course in Fashion Designing, Fashion Sketch- 
ing, Pattern Drafting, Cutting, and Fitting provides a 
sound fundamental background—a background which 
may open the door to an eventual fashion career, or add 
fascination, thrills, and zest, as well as increased skill, to 
the work of the homesewer or the dressmaker. 


A LEADING HOME STUDY FASHION SCHOOL 
Backed by years of experience, our training covers all 
essential phases of styling and costume designing. Basic 
principles are taught by the inspiring “‘learn-by-doing” 
method, step-by-step under the supervision of a qualified 
instructor who takes a real interest in your progress. 

FREE BOOKLET! MAIL COUPON TODAY! a 
Clip and mail coupon below at once for 
valuable free booklet, “Adventures in 
Dress Design,” and full particulars, Sent 
postage prepaid without obligation. (No 
salesman will call.) 

NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 3231, Chicago 14, Ill, 
NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN, Dept. 3231 
835 Diversey Parkway, Chicago 14, Ill. 

Please send me FREE and postpaid your booklet, 
“Adventures in Dress Design,” and full particulars, This 
obligates me in no way. 

Name. 


Address 
City Zone. State. 























MEN WANTED 


colored—overseas employment. World 
wide, many skills, travel paid. Send $1 
for list of jobs open, locations and who 
to contact, to Allen, Box 484, Great 
Bend, Kans, 











CALLING FOR PRACTICAL 


NURSES! 


EASY TO LEARN AT HOME 
Help fill the need for Trained Practical Nurses 
in your community or travel. Wayne Train- 
ing Plan, welcomed by doctors, prepares you Excellent 
for experience—at home in spare time. Many E : 
earn while learning. HIGH SCHOOL arning 
NEEDED. Ages 18 to 55 accepted. Nurses Opportunity 
Jutfit included. Easy p: ts. Informa- for Full 
tion & sample of lessons Free. Write today. or Full or 
Spare Time 


Wayne School of Practical Nursing, Inc., 
2525 Sheffield Ave., Desk EX-44, Chicago 14, til. 


I'll Set You Up 
In Your Own 


I’ll furnish you, on FREE 
Trial, A Sample Outfit of the 
Fastest, Most Profitable Sell- 
ers in my Great Household 
Necessities Line! 

250 PRODUCTS 
Friends, neighbors buy EAG- 
ERLY in their own homes. 
They GRAB for Premiums, 
Cooking, Cleaning, Beauty, 
Household, Medicinal Prod- 
ucts used every day in every home. I stock you—GIVE 
YOU CREDIT! Liberal Profits on every sale, 

SEND NO MONEY 
Mail coupon TODAY—ask me to RUSH full details about 
starting a business of your own. Don’t delay! 
_—_— —_—_—— —_ —_ — “| 


BLAIR, Dept. 14NA, Memphis 2, Tenn. 
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until they are three months old are ba- 
bies usually able to follow objects with 
their eyes and, generally speaking, they 


innot follow objects well until a few 


months later. 
Fascinated by the doctor’s revelations, 
the young mother did not leave until 


they had discussed most of the common 
eye problems of children. Among these 
problems were the following: 


Cross-eyes: Parents should not 

if there appears to be a slight 
eyedness in their new-born babies. 
The eye muscles of babies under three 


; aren’t strong enough for perfect 


worl 


lination or synchronization of the 
two eyeballs. Thus a degree of cross- 
s is normal. But somewhere be- 
tween three and six months, the baby’s 
eye vements should become coordi- 
jated. If cross-eyedness continues past 
the nine-month age-mark, a medical ex- 
pert ould be consulted. 
Near-sightedness: It is not unusual 
for babies to be born near-sighted. Usu- 
ally the baby will.tip off his near-sight- 
in his reach for objects, by bump- 
ing into things frequently after he learns 
or by holding pictures very 
lose to his eyes. If this occurs, the 
nt should have the baby’s eyes ex- 
amined as soon as he is old enough to 


ite. This should be done no later 
age of four. Glasses will correct 


z 


than the 
st cases of near-sightedness, prevent- 
sual handicap that may lead to 
other serious disorders later. 
“Something in the eye”: Whenever 
1 child gets a foreign body (a cinder 
zrain of sand) in his eye, follow 
this procedure: give him a handkerchief 
to hold over the eye, tell him how to rub 
ve tears a chance to wash out the 
lf tears fail, use an eyecup with 
vater or mild eyewash to rinse 
Failing in that, attempt to re- 
iove the object with a clean piece of 
tto 
Pinkeye: This is a condition in which 


the delicate membranes that cover the 


eyeball become inflamed. The eye be- 
comes red, irritated, and sometimes there 


sy discharge, most often in the 
Pinkeye is contagious, but is 


not very serious. Since the infection may 
be caused by germs or viruses, a medical 


expert should be consulted at once. 
Perhaps the best advice a parent can 

be given on eye problems of children is 

this: whenever in doubt, don’t hesitate 


nsult an expert. 





Teen Age 
Love Nest 


(Continued from 
Page 27) 


Ne 
I'd find out by broadcasting it to the whole 
class ... and you kissed her... and 


” 


everything .. . 
“Aw heck,” I said, “it wasn’t anything. 
Just one party. I don’t see why you should 
flip your lid over that. You weren’t here.” 
“Don’t try to squeeze out of it. Why 
don’t you just admit everything?” 

That made me mad. It looked like she 
was trying to make me crawl. I felt guilty 
anyway, but I didn’t want to come right 
out and apologize. “Don’t be such a 
square,” I said. “A guy needs a little va- 
riety now and then.” 

“That could work both ways,” said 
Dodie. “How would you like it if I dated a 
fellow in that gang?” 

I didn’t want to own up and say that I 
wouldn’t like it because I felt like that 
would put me in the wrong more. “That'd 
be your business,” I said, “no use tying 
ourselves together hand and foot.” “Well,” 
Dodie said, “if that’s the way you want it. 
all right—but remember you started it.” 

But I didn’t remember. When she 
stepped out with Rick Stoner I was mad as 
a dog that’s had a bone stolen. I guess I’ve 
always been a little bit jealous of Rick. 
He’s goodlooking, a sharp dresser and his 
father gives him too much money to spend. 
He’s got a car and he doesn’t have to work 
after school and on Saturdays like I do. 
I'm bigger than he is and better at track. 
but I’ve never liked my big square-looking 
face with a chin that’s too long. Not that 
I've ever lacked girl friends, but I’ve al- 
ways had to work at it. and that’s just what 
I was doing the day I saw Lisa. 

T1l take the blame there. It was I who 
made the first pass. I was boiling 
trying to think of how I was going to get 
even with Dodie for going with Rick. 
Marge, that blab-mouth, who’d started the 
whole thing. was out. I didn’t want any- 
thing more to do with her. 

I walked into the drugstore that day and 
saw this special number sitting there at the 
fountain. Brother was she special! She 
had on white shorts and a halter. Her shiny 
black curls fluffed around a glowing dusky- 
tan face. The bluish-white part of her eyes 
made them seem bigger and blacker. Her 
lips, and her finger and toenails were all 
matched up in the same shade of orange 
red. On Dodie that would have looked 
cheap, but it just made Lisa look smoother 
and more put-together. 

I’ve never been too conscious of a girl's 
figure before, because here in California 
girls wear shorts from the day they are 
born. But when I looked down at Lisa sit- 
ting there with one leg crossed up under 
the other, I felt a tingle down my spine. 
All the girls like Dodie have legs that are 
either fat or skinny, but Lisa’s legs curved 


inside 





in at the ankles and knees. She was cheese- 
cake all right. 

Before I made up my mind to speak to 
her. I had a kind of an all gone feeling 
like I do at the end of the mile race. I was 
afraid she’d brush me off. Then I thought 
of Dodie and Rick and that gave me a 
little push. I was fooling around down at 
the end of the counter and this girl was 
sitting up about the middle. The stools 
were all vacant between us. I caught her 
eye and looked her over and she didn’t do 
a thing but look coolly back. So I moved 
down where she was. 

“Say.” I said, “I haven’t seen you around 
before.” 

“That’s because I haven’t been around 
here before. I just moved into this neigh- 
borhood two weeks ago.” She pushed the 
mushed-up ice in her coke glass around 
with the straw. 

“Oh. a new girl, huh? Well, I don't 
think itll take you long to get acquainted. 
You going to Gordon?” 

“Gordon? Who’s that?” She pursed her 
lips and raised her eyebrows. 

“On you that surprised air looks good. 
but old Jukes the truant cop wouldn't 
think so. You go to a private school or 
something?” 

“Ohooo, school!” she said. She gave a 
little chuckle and shrugged her bare shoul- 
ders. “No I'm... out of school. Put it 
that way.” 

I got the idea then she was a year or 
maybe two years older than me, but | 
didn’t care about that. You sure couldn't 
have told she was any older than some of 
the Senior girls. but she was a lot smoother. 
In a way it made me more anxious to date 
her up because Rick was a senior. That 
would teach Miss Dodie a thing or two. 

“How about giving me your phone num- 
ber?” I asked her. 

“T haven't got a telephone yet,” she said. 
“They're supposed to put it in tomorrow.” 

“That does me a lot of good now. D’ya 
live around here close?” 

“Why yes. I do. About four blocks from 
that big high school . . . Gordon, is it? 
Is that where you go?” 

“Yes. but let’s not kill any time on that. 
Where do you live?” She was fiddling with 
her purse and I didn’t want her to get up 
and leave before I'd made some time. 

“Forty five twenty eight Ivywood,” she 
said all in one breath and stood up. 

“Gee,” I said, “that’s a swell section of 
town.” 

“Is it? Well. it’s pretty quiet. I’m from 
Frisco and I like night life. It’s like being 
way out in the sticks over there on dear old 
Ivywood.” She started to walk toward the 
door and I came to enough to follow her 
outside. I asked her if I could come over 
that night and she shrugged in a funny 
little don’t-care way. 

“Sure, I guess so. . . I could help yev 
with your lessons.” She lowered her eyelids 
and sort of looked me over the way no gir! 
ever did- before. I wished I was dressed up 
better, instead of wearing those old faded 
levis. I felt my face getting hot when she 
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just kept on staring, amused like, but 
someway looking excited too. Like a girl 


does when she wants to be kissed. 

“How old are you? And you forgot to 
tell me your name. Mine’s Lisa ... so 
you'll know who to ask for.” She laughed 
again like that statement covered up some- 
thing funny. 


I told her my name was Jerry. but I 
didn’t tell her how old I was. 
“Be seeing you, bigguns.” she said. I 


was too flabbergasted to move when I saw 
her get into a big, dark red car and drive 
off. Probably belonged to her old man. I 
thought. and I hoped he wasn’t the gruff 
type and would like me. You always won- 
der how a girl’s folks are going to like you. 
From the look of that car and the fact she 
I knew they 
We live in a part of 
Dad owns a 
air- 


lived on Ivywood, must be 


pretty well heeled. 
town that has smaller houses. 
filling station and Mom works in an 
plane factory. I helped out after school and 
on Saturdays at the station. 


TH NIGHT I went calling on Lisa, I 

decided to dress up good. Right there 
I had a kind of hurt feeling. I didn’t have 
to get dressed up to go calling on Dodie. I 
could go just dressed any way and it used 
to be she’d be glad to see me. I wished 
we d never started the business of stepping 
out on each other. I thought of the funny 
little way she had of pouting and sort of 
blowing her breath out when she was mad. 
Like an angry whale. 

Well. when she saw Lisa maybe she'd 
give old Rick the brush off. I sure hoped 
so because it hurt to think of us both hav- 


ing heavy dates with someone else. I got 
to thinking about how it would be if I fell 


for Lisa and that kind of hurt too. 

That night I took a bath and washed my 
hair. I even borrowed my kid sister’s fin- 
gernail things and filed down my nails. I 
was in the bathroom so long getting fixed 
up that Mom finally came and told me to 
hurry up and get out. When I was ready 
to go I was wearing my best gray slacks 
and checked sport coat, like I do on Sun- 


days. I was hurrying toward the door so 
my kid sister wouldn’t razz me about it 


when Mom spoke up: 

“Where you going son?” 

“No place,” I said. I didn’t want to tell 
her about Lisa. I knew she wouldn't ap- 
prove of my going with a girl I'd picked 
up in a drugstore. All my girl friends go 
to the same school I do and I didn’t want 
to answer any questions Mom might think 
up about this new girl. Mom isn’t like 
some of the kids’ mothers who don’t give 
a hang who they go with or what they do. 
She’s given me many a talking-to about 
girls and how to act around them. 

“Remember son,” she’s always 
“It’s just as bad for a boy to go off the 
track as it is for a girl. He'll end up pay- 
ing for it just like she does.” I pretend not 
but whenever Dodie and I get to 
real hot I'll kind of remember 
what Mom’s told me. Maybe Dodie’s moth- 


saying. 


to listen. 
necking 
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er lectures to her too because sometimes 
she wants to quit first. 

\t first I thought of asking Dad to let me 
take his car, the new Ford. But then I 
thought what the heck? I’ve got a cut 
down jalopy I’m mighty proud of. I’ve put 
it together from odds and ends I’ve picked 
up in junk yards and reworked in shop at 
school. Lisa’s family might have more 
money than we have but I wasn’t going to 
put on the dog and make like I wasn’t my- 

Lisa’s house was a big, rambling white 
stucco, set way back on a big lot. The 
shrubs and flowers and grass all looked 
clipped and well-cared for. The big red car 
sat out in front. I parked my junk heap 


right behind it and went up the curved 
walk. I rang the doorbell and Lisa came 
to the door. She was dressed in a real 
pretty flowered skirt and a white blouse 
that didn’t have much to it, but she was 
still barelegged. 


Jerry,” she said. “Bring your 
books?” That made me kind of sore. 
“Maybe I can teach you a few things,” I 


Maybe you can,” she said. We sat 
down on a big sofa and I knew by the way 
it sank down soft yet firm-like it was better 


than ours at home. The whole room was 
furnished up pretty swell. The big twenty- 
inch television was on and we sat there 
watching it for a few minutes. I kept listen- 


ing for sounds in other parts of the house 
and expecting her old man to come in any 


minute, but it was dead quiet. Pretty soon, 
I got a funny feeling. When I’d take my 
eyes away from the television I'd find her 


looking at me the way she had before and 
it made me squirm. Mom’s always told me 
not to just dash right out when I call for a 
it to wait and meet her folks, so I 


Where’s the family?” 
“Out of town,” she said. 

For the weekend?” I asked, trying to 
make conversation. 

Yeah.” she said. “put it that way.” She 
acted like she was through with that sub- 
1€ ct 

I didn’t feel right with her sitting there 
looking at me that way. I wanted to grab 
her in my arms and start necking her. 
Tl what it looked like she was asking 
for but it was too soon after I'd met her. I 
didn’t start kissing Dodie until after we’d 


ad two dates. 

“Feel like dancing?” I asked. “I know 
where they’re having a dance. The Hi-Teen 
Club is giving one down at a place on the 
beach.” 

“I’d love it,” she said. “Hi-Teen dance! 
Haw!’ 

It turned out we went in her car. I 
didn’t want to, but she said she liked to 
drive and she was so smooth at it she must 
have had a lot of practice. She was a swell 
dancer too. You couldn’t make a move but 
what she followed perfect and when you 
made a mistake she could even follow that. 
Marge Edwards and all that gang were 
there. You should have seen the way the 
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fellows’ eyes bunged out when they saw 
Lisa. She wasn’t dressed any different than 
the rest of the girls. but it seemed like her 
clothes hung neater on her. Everything 
about her just seemed to blend in better. 

Dodie and Rick came in later. I caught 
her giving Lisa the eye and looking mad as 
a harpooned whale. Dodie just can’t help 
showing her feelings that way. I got mad 
too when I noticed how close she was danc- 
ing with Rick. When we traded dances, 
though, I forgot about being mad. It felt 
so good to have Dodie in my arms again 
. . . kind of like coming home. Dodie is a 
little bit fatter than Lisa and she felt so 
soft and nice. “Look,” I said, “why don’t 
we make it up and start being true to each 
other like we were?” 

“Like we were? It was you who fixed it 
up this way.” 

“Well, now you’ve paid me back, why 
don’t you tell Rick you’re through to- 
night?” 

“You’ve got things all figured out. 
haven’t you? Well, I like Rick. He’s excit- 
ing and I’m not going to quit dating him. 
I notice you didn’t let any grass grow un- 
der your feet. You went and got yourself 
another date. What you want, it looks like, 
is variety for you but not for me.” 

She got stiff in my arms and when I 
tried to hold her close she pushed away. 
When the dance ended I was seeing red. 
Rick was exciting, was he? Well so was 
Lisa. 

I made a big play after that introducing 
Lisa around to everyone. She seemed to 
know just how to fit in and when the dance 
ended. she seemed like one of the gang. 
Everyone was talking about going over to 
Burgerville for eats, but Lisa spoke up. 

“Why don’t you all come over to my 
place? The refrigerator is stuffed with 
food.” 

“What about your folks?” one of the 
girls asked. “Maybe they won’t like it this 
time of night.” 

Lisa just laughed. “They aren’t home.” 

That did it. It’s fun hanging around the 
drugstore and Burgerville but it’s more fun 
having a party when parents are gone. Lisa 
was a swell hostess. She dragged out 
cheese and bologna, pickles, olives. potato 
chips .. . everything for a good feed. We 
rolled back the rugs and danced some 
more. She acted like the house belonged to 
her alone and she could do any darned 
thing she wanted to. If it had been our 
place, I'd been worried about kids put- 
ting their feet on the overstuffed chairs 
and setting their coke bottles down on the 
tables, but she didn’t seem to pay any 
attention. 


T WAS ABOUT eleven o’clock when we 

got there and about a quarter to twelve 
Dodie said she had to go. I knew she had 
to be home at twelve o’clock. One or two 
of the other girls left. About half an hour 
later, Rick and some of the fellows came 
back. They brought Marge Edwards and 
some other girls with them. kids that didn’t 
have to get home early. Things took a dif- 


ferent turn then and I was glad Dodie 
wasn’t there. Rick and Marge were on a 
couch necking. Someone turned the lamps 
down low and kids were strung around on 
the floor and sitting double in the over- 
stuffed chairs. Lisa and I were sitting on a 
love seat. I kissed her twice and it was 
swell. Her lips were firm and she opened 
them just a little. 

“Why don’t we go get some beer?” Rick 
asked. 

“I’ve got beer,” Lisa said. We all went 
out to the kitchen again and Lisa opened 
up two quart bottles. She went out on the 
service porch and brought in a case of 
canned beer and put it in the refrigerator 
to cool. 

“What we need.” said Rick, “is some- 
thing to go with it... like a shot of 
whiskey for instance.” 

I've had a glass or two of beer around 
home with Dad now and then. Some of the 
fellows like Rick Stoner drink it all the 
time. get older guys to buy it or snitch it 
from home. But I’ve never had any hard 
liquor to drink. 

When Lisa opened up a cabinet in the 
dining room and dragged out a big bottle 
of whiskey I was kind of shocked. Maybe 
I wouldn’t have taken a drink if Rick 
hadn’t started needling me. “What’s the 
matter track boy,” he said, “afraid to break 
training?” 

Then he kept giving Lisa the eye. Once 
he put his arm around her and another 
time he rubbed his hand over her bare 
shoulder. It made me mad when she just 
Jaughed at him. 

I don’t know what all went on that night 
and I didn’t want to know in a way. I knew 
some of the kids had parties like that all 
the time, but I’d never been on one. I could 
hear some of the kids in the bedrooms 
laughing and giggling. Lisa and I were on 
the couch. The whiskey I’d taken made me 
feel all on fire and yet loose in my joints. 
Some of the girls were getting pretty drunk 
and were laughing too loud. but Lisa didn’t 
act a bit different. She snuggled up to me 
and said: “You kiss nice.” 

We had a pretty wild time I guess. It 
was two o’clock when I got home. I had to 
sneak in and I was sure glad Mom didn't 
hear me and ask me to come into her room. 
I don’t know what would have happened if 
she'd smelled liquor on my breath. 

The next afternoon I called Dodie up 
and tried to make up with her. I asked her 
to go to the beach with me. 

“Oh. on a side date?” she said. That’s 
what we used to call it when we were dat- 
ing heavy and one of us went out with 
someone else. We considered a side date 
unimportant. It hurt to have Dodie acting 
that way and I said: “Have you got time 
for one?” 

She said “No!” and banged the receiver 
down. It made me so mad I called Lisa 
up and asked her for a date that night. 

She spoke low, like she didn’t want any- 
one to hear what she was saying. “Okay, 
but listen, don’t come over until after 
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eight ... uh... I’m driving the family 
to the airport.” 

“Oh,” I said, “the family leaving again?” 

“Yeah, we'll have the place all to our- 
selves. We'll call up some of the kids later 
on and have another party. okay.” 

I didn’t like the set-up. It’s fun to have 
a place to meet with no parents around, 
but it seemed funny that they were always 
going away and leaving Lisa like that. I 
asked Lisa about it that night. “Aren't 
your folks afraid to leave you alone in a 
hig house like this?” 

She laughed and pulled out a drawer of 
a little stand in the living room. “I’ve got 
Betsy here,” she said. The gun she showed 
me looked almost like a toy, but she broke 
it open and it had bullets in it all right. 
That seemed even funnier. It crossed my 
mind she might be older than she looked— 
not that it made any difference. She was a 
pretty cute girl and I had a crush on her. 
But it wasn’t like I felt about Dodie. 

When Id see her with Rick I'd have a 
feeling like I did when I was a little kid 
and was homesick. I felt like I wanted to 
keep her away from Rick, protect her from 
him. I didn’t trust the guy. He was always 
dating wild girls like Marge Edwards and 
then bragging about what he did with them 
afterward. He’d better not try anything 
like that with Dodie, I thought. If he did, 
he was going to find out he had trouble on 
his hands. What I wished was that I could 
get Dodie to quit dating him. 

The afternoon of the football rally I 
came out of school and found Lisa waiting 
for me in her car. “Come on over and help 
me get ready for the party tonight.” she 
said. She opened the door and I got in 
beside her. “I just saw Rick and Dodie. 
They'll be there and Marge and the rest of 
the gang.” 

Rick and Dodie . .. that’s the 
was going. It got me to think of Dodie 
going on parties with those wild kids. I 
thought of the way it had been the last 
time we were all over to Lisa’s. “Where’s 
your folks?” I said. 

“Oh up North. But what do you care? 
Come on over and help me fry chicken, and 
after the rally tonight have a big 
time.” 

I kind of wished Lisa’s parents were go- 
ing to be there. It was fun when we just 
danced and looked at the television and 
ate, but I knew we were headed for trouble 
if we got to drinking like we had before. I 
didn’t feel too good about going, but I de- 
cided I'd better be there, if Dodie was go- 
ing with Rick. 

I helped Lisa fry the chicken and make 
the potato salad. When she opened the re- 
frigerator, I saw that it was stuffed full of 
beer and two fifths of whiskey. 

“Gee won’t your father be mad if we 
drink up all his liquor?” I asked Lisa. 

“Oh daddy gives me an allowance,” she 
said. “and I'll put back what we drink.” 
The way she said daddy sounded like he 
might be a stepfather, or someone besides 
her real father anyway. 
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Wonder Drug Formula 
Builds Up Hair Beauty 


Millions of people from Coast to Coast are now learning the 
scientific facts about the one thing that makes long, naturally 
attractive hair....soft, smooth, growing out rich and healthy. 


Leading authorities have con- ° 


firmed that it all depends on the 
nature and condition of the scalp. 
In other words, you can have gor- 
geous hair like that only if your 
scalp can make it so. 

More and more people are dis- 
covering that when they seek to im- 
prove the looks of their hair they 
must think about the condition of 
the scalp too. They are also learning 
the amazing facts about Sulfur-8 
Hair and Scalp Conditioner and how 
it works for the beauty of the hair. 


The Power of Sulfur-8 

A new scientific form of sulfur is 
being hailed by hair and scalp ex- 
perts throughout the world. This 
potent “super-sulfur”, called poly- 
sulfides, is the wonder drug featured 
in the great Sulfur-8 Hair and Scalp 
Conditioner formula. Only Sulfur-8 
has that special formula. 

Of course, Sulfur-8 cannot give 
you a new scalp, nor make your hair 
grow or be longer than your scalp 
allows, but when used in time that 
sensational Sulfur-8 formula usu- 
ally works wonders on certain con- 
ditions that may hold your hair 
back from looking its best. 








YOU MAY 
EARN OVER 


Address & Mail 
Postcards at Home 
WRITE 


- ATLAS = 


BOX 188 Dept. 31 
MELROSE, MASS. 


6 22 


WEEKLY 


500°} w PRIZES SE A. 























HOW 
WOULD « ow 
You 
YOUR 
t & 2nd Prizes 
DRAWING coMPLETE Tes] % 

JUDGED ART COURSES \S 2) 
AND 80 OTHER — Hf er) 
ANSWERED |VALUABLE PRIzES| - -—— 2 

Take this test and try for a thrilling prize. Discover 


if you have profitable art talent. This exciting new 
contest may gain you a lifetime of happiness and 
high earnings. Mail your entry at once. Our present 
students not eligible. Use colors of your choice, or 
shade it in black and grey with pencil. Color this 
very picture, or copy and color it in larger size if 
you prefer. Your drawing judged and answered. None 


returned. Winners notified. Send your tinted drawing 
now with your name, address, age, and occupation. 
Enter today. 


WALLER ART EXCHANGE 


916 N. Charles St. Studio 302 BSaitimore 1, Maryland 




















Hair Looks Healthier, Longer 

Happy Sulfur-8 users report mar- 
velous results in helping the most 
abused dry hair look softer, 
smoother and more lustrous. They 
are thrilled by the new beauty of 
their hair and have been telling 
friends about it. The fame of Sul- 
fur-8 has grown so fast that already 
millions of jars have been sold. 

So, act fast when you notice those 
first warning signs of dryness in 
your hair and scalp. Get Sulfur-8 
at the drug store right away. 
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No classes to attend. Easy spare-time train- 
ing covers big choice of subjects. Friendly 
instructors; standard texts. Full credit for 
previous schooling. Diploma awarded. 
Write now for FREE catalog! 


WAYNE SCHOOL Catalog HAS-42 
2527 Sheffield Ave., Chicago 14, Illinois 


“With God 
All Things are Possible!”’ 


Are you faci difficult Problems? Poor Health? 
Money or Job Troubles? Love or Family Troubles? 
Are you Worried about some one dear to you? Is some 
one dear to you Drinking too much? Do you ever get 
—— Unhappy— Discouraged? Would you like 
mo pp and “Good Fortune” in 
Lite? 
If you have any of these Problems, or others like them, 
dear friend, then here is veatee NEWS—NEWS of a 
remarkable NE AY OF PRAYER that is helping 
thousands to glorious NEW! happiness and joy! Whether 

ou believe in PRAYER or not, this remarkable NEW 

AY may bring a whole NEW world of happiness and 
sag A. to you—and very, pa asd onan | tool! 

So don't wait, dear friend, o 
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“Ouit being such a square,” she said. 
“You're only young once.” She pulled my 
head down and kissed me. “And don’t be 
. do I ever ask you about your 


so nosey 
family or anything?” 

That seemed funny too, because to kids 
my age their families are pretty important, 
whether they realize it or not. We’re al- 
ways talking about our dads and mothers. 
When I asked Lisa what her father did, she 


id “Daddy is a traveling man.” 

That night Dodie acted pretty cold to- 
ward me. She had on more lipstick than 
usual and she kept laughing in a high 
squeaky voice. When I danced with her she 
was stiff and acted like we didn’t mean 

thing at all to each other. 

Let’s get out of here and go somewhere 

gether.” I said. 
“T came with Rick,” she said, “and I’m 
going home with him. Of course you don’t 
have to take anyone home. You can stay 
right here with Lisa.” 

[ felt like squeezing her ’til she yelled. 
When it got later, I thought she’d say she 
had to leave but she didn’t. I’d never be- 
fore seen Dodie take a drink of any kind, 
but that night she let Rick pour some 
whiskey into her coke glass. It made me 
so mad I wanted to go right over and 
knock it out of her hand. She drank it, 
looking spitefully at me like she was doing 

urpose to burn me up, and she let 
Rick kiss her right in front of me. After 


that, | put my attention strictly on Lisa. 
[he party reached the point where we’d 
turned down the lights and kids were neck- 
ng every place. Lisa and I had both had 
1 lot to drink. We were in the den on the 


studio couch and I was kissing her like I’d 
never kissed a girl before. It just seemed 
like I couldn’t control myself and Lisa 
didn’t try to stop me. I pulled her blouse 
off her shoulder and she didn’t seem to 
She seemed to expect it. 
[ hate to think now that I might have 
ill the way with her, if I hadn’t heard 
omething that shocked all thought of Lisa 


it of my mind. 
“Let me go, oh please let me go!” It was 
Dodie’s voice raised in a scream of an- 


ished terror. I heard a door bang in the 
hall outside, heavy scuffling, then Rick 
said: “Listen, you little fool, you’re not 
begging off this time.” 

[ jumped up and yanked the door open. 
Rick had both arms around Dodie and he 
ing to force her into a bedroom. It 
made me see red, a decent kid like Dodie. 
‘“What’s going on?” I yelled at him. “What 
do you care?” Rick snarled. “Go on back 
n there to your own broad. I'll take care 
of tke aaa 

Dodie was sobbing; her blouse was torn, 
there was a dark red mark along one 
Rick started twisting one of her 
arms. I shot my right out at him, but it 
just grazed him alongside the chin. I real- 
ized then how drunk I was and that he had 
the edge on me because he was used to 
He let go of Dodie and we socked 
each other back and forth in the narrow 


was ft! 
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hallway. 


All the girls started screaming. Someone 
turned on the lights; one of the fellows 
grabbed me and said: “Break it up,” but I 
pulled loose and went after Rick again. I 
wanted to kill the dirty rat for what he’d 
been doing to Dodie. Twist her arms would 
he? I tangled with him again and he 
jabbed me a vicious blow in the middle. I 
went down and he kicked me, but I got up 
and knocked him across the living room. 

“Stop,” Lisa screamed, “please stop. The 
cops will be here.” I didn’t care and I was 
going for Rick to punish him some more. 
Then suddenly I knew he had the drop on 
me. He’d crashed against the cabinet 
where the gun was... he had it in his 
hand. 

“All right. track boy,” he sneered, “I’ve 
got the difference now.” I heard the gun 
click and Lisa screamed as she made a 
dash for Rick. 

It was awful. It looked like Lisa was 
still trying to leap forward after Rick. Her 
body jerked and she seemed to hunch up 
right in midair; then she fell between us. 
I saw the blood make a big splotch on her 
white blouse and stain the pink flowers in 
the carpet a bright red. Someone yelled 
“Call the doctor,” and one of the girls 
started laughing and couldn’t stop. I heard 
the sirens and realized someone must have 
called the cops. The noise was coming 
closer and I had a feeling of a big funnel 
of sound closing around me. 

“Let’s get out!” I saw Rick and Marge 
and the others stumbling toward the door. 
Lisa was moaning and one arm kept jerk- 
ing. I didn’t know how badly she was hurt 
but she was still alive. If the cops got her 
to the hospital in time they might save her, 
and I knew from what they'd told us in 
first aid classes that it was better for me 
not to touch her. Everybody but Dodie and 
me had slipped out, and I wanted out too. 
Dodie was clinging onto the back of a 
chair. I grabbed her arm. “Come on,” I 
said, “the back way.” I could hear the 
scrunch of the tires down on the boulevard 
and I knew the cops had turned onto Ivy- 
wood, but we could still ditch out the back 
door and get away through the alley. If we 
ran maybe we could get over to the boule- 
vard and catch a bus while the cops were 
sizing things up, and taking care of Lisa. 


HEN ALL AT once I knew it wasn’t 

any good. I wasn’t going to get out that 
easy. I’d gotten myself into the mess in 
the first place because I couldn’t take it 
when Dodie started going out with Rick. 
Things had been piling up ever since and 
I hadn’t wanted to face them. 

“Stand up and take it, son; when you’ve 
got it coming learn to take it”... I 
heard Mom and Dad telling me . . . just 
like they were standing right there. It 
drowned out the sound of the siren. “Go 
on,” I said to Dodie and gave her a shove 
toward the hall door. The cops burst in 
then. They were firing questions at me so 
fast I couldn’t answer . . . Where’s the 
rest of the gang? Who shot the girl? 
Where’s the gun? What’s your name? 


When they were putting the handcuffs on 
me I saw that Dodie hadn’t gone either. 
She’d stayed by me. 

There were write-ups in all the papers. 
... “Bandleader’s wife shot in teenage 
love nest brawl.” The stories went on to 
tell about how Lisa had used her home 
while her husband was gone to give wild 
parties for a bunch of high school kids. It 
made me feel pretty sick to see mine and 
Dodie’s name given as ringleaders. 

The bullet had broken some of Lisa’s 
ribs and she’d lost a lot of blood, but she 
pulled through. When she could talk, she 
cleared me and told how Rick had meant 
the bullet for me. They found Rick’s fin- 
gerprints on the gun and he was arrested. 

Dodie and I had to testify at the trial 
and I had to own up to each and every one 
of the things I hadn’t wanted to face the 
first time they came up. Rick’s father hired 
a sharp lawyer for the defense. I had to 
tell how I'd started going with Lisa be- 
cause I was mad at Dodie. Rick’s lawyer 
made me feel like a sniveling ten-year-old 
kid over that. The prosecuting attorney 
made me tell all the details of how I’d been 
with Lisa when Dodie started crying for 
help. Sordid was just a word in the dic- 
tionary before that trial but I sure knew 
what it meant when those two lawyers got 
through with me. 

Lisa had to own up to a lot of things 
too . . . how she’d left school to get mar- 
ried. then found out a few years later she'd 
missed a lot of the fun and tried to make 
up for it the easy way. I felt sorry for her. 
She looked so pale and sick. I was glad 
when I read in the paper that her husband 
had forgiven her and they were moving 
away. 

Rick was given six months in a reforma- 
tory. Even his father’s money and _ the 
sharp lawyer couldn’t save him. All the 
other kids were on a year’s probation by 
the Juvenile Court. Dodie and I were 
given six months probation . . . because, 
the judge said, we'd told a straight story 
and hadn’t tried to get away. We have to 
report every month and have our parents 
and teachers send in signed statements 
that we’re obeying the probation rules. 
That means we can’t stay out after ten and 
there’s no more parties or dances for us. 

That isn’t as bad as the way the kids at 
school look at Dodie and me and whisper. 
Some of the parents of kids in our old gang 
don’t want them to go around with us any 
more. 

Mom and Dad look pretty sad sometimes 
these days. “There’s just one thing I’m 
glad of.” Dad said. “I’m glad they didn't 
have to hunt you down like they did the 
rest of those kids. I’m glad you were man 
enough to stay there and take your medi- 
cine. 

The only thing good I can see about the 
whole mess is that Dodie and I are going 
steady again—and from now on when | 
know something is my fault, ’m going to 
own up to it in the first place, get it over 
with, and not wait until it snowballs into 


THE END 


something worse. 
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I Married 
A No Good 
Man 





(Continued from Page 14) 


my aching body, relax the wire-tight tense- 
ness which made me feel like screaming. 

With nightgown and robe over my arm, 
I felt my way to the bathroom and imme- 
diately turned on the hot-water faucet. 
But—no hot water! Then I remembered 
why: No electricity. And our water heater 
operated on electricity, as did our kitchen 
stove. So. no hot bath. Nor even a cup of 
hot tea. At that moment I could have 
killed Blue! 

I still felt that way when a couple of 
seconds later I heard him coming in the 
front door. As I stepped into the hall, he 
called. “Hey. Little Mama! You home?” 

“Yes.” I replied, holding down my an- 
ser. “I’m home, Mr. Murdock.” 

“Well Mrs. Murdock, that’s real fine. 
Because I sure got lonesome for you to- 
day.” he announced. “But why the black- 
out, baby?” Then he snapped the light 
switch and when nothing happened, he 
asked. “Whatsa matter with the lights, 
baby? They won’t come on.” 

I walked toward him saying, “Oh. cut 
out the act, will you? Who do you think 
you're kidding?” 

“Hey—what do you mean?” he asked, 
doing a good job of sounding puzzled. 

I moved close to him, shaking with rage. 
“You know darned well what I mean. Blue 
Murdock! What did you do with that 
money you were supposed to pay the light 
bill with?” 

“What'd I do with it?” he exclaimed. 
“What do you think: I paid the light bill!” 

“In a pig’s eye you did!” I said hotly. 
“The light company doesn’t turn off peo- 
ple’s electricity whose bills are paid!” 

“Now, hold th’ phone!” Blue laughed. 
“There’s some mistake. I—” 

“There’s been a mistake all right.” I 
cried. feeling blazing anger spilling over 
inside me. And / made it! By marrying a 
worthless, no-good weed like you!” As I 
spoke my voice went out of control and so 
did I. I started screaming and slapping my 
husband’s face like a wild animal. 

“Hey—whoa, now, Tony!” Blue pro- 
tested, backing up and fending me off with 
his long arms. “Take it easy, baby. Every- 
thing’s all right.” 

I tore into him again, biting. clawing. 
kicking with all my strength. but Blue 
caught my hands, imprisoning them in one 
of his powerful, long-fingered hands, while 
with the other he pulled me tightly to him. 

I writhed and kicked and called him 
every bad name I could think of, but he 
only made soothing sounds and held me 
tighter. Then suddenly he picked me up 
and before I knew it, dumped me on a 
nearby divan and held me there. 
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‘Co-wee!” he exclaimed drawing in his 
breath sharply. “Lady Godiva, in person!” 

I stiffened, belatedly remembering I'd 
nothing on except my robe when I left the 
bathroom and had nothing else on now! 
And my husband’s interpretation of my un- 
clothed state was infuriating! I strove vain- 


ly to free my hands, to wriggle away, but 
he held me and kept kissing me despite 
my furious writhing! 


[ never dreamed you could get this 


worked up.” he whispered caressingly. 


“Next time you stage a fuss with your old 
man, better keep your clothes on, Little 
Mama!” As he spoke, his arms tightened 


meaningfully, and although he had freed 


my hands, there was no strength left in 


Blue!” I wailed. “Don’t you dare!” 
His answer was the kind of kiss he knew 
did things to me, and when it ended, I had 
forgotten that I was supposed to resist .. . 
But afterward, mostly to prove to Blue 
that he couldn’t smooth things over that 


easily. | went to bed in the guest room— 
with the door locked! I was ashamed that 
[ had given in as I had—as I always did 
when he made love to me. 


My tiredness had come down on me 
crushing all-over weight, yet I 
couldn’t sleep. My mind kept gnawing at 
since I'd come home and found the 
tricity off. Had it not been, had Blue 
light bill, ’'d have felt much bet- 
ter because I'd have had that relaxing hot 
bath 'd wanted so much. The only satis- 
faction—if it could be called that—that I 
could find in the situation was that this 
time Blue’s blandishments hadn’t worked. 
I mean, afterward. Or else I wouldn’t be 
sleeping in the guest room. 
I rolled and tossed restlessly, resentment 
1r my sleeplessness centering upon my 
husband who without a doubt was soundly 


sleeping in the bed we had shared every 
night since our marriage. I realized then 
that so long as we continued to share the 


same bed. it would be impossible to stay 
ingry at him. That was the weak spot in 
my armor. That was why I had closed my 

so long to many more important 
things about him: His lack of ambition, 
and responsibility, and above all, his com- 
plete willingness to let me support him in- 
while he scribbled songs that 
never got anywhere. 


definitely 


It all seemed so clear now. Realizing 
his power over me, Blue was deliberately 
using me as a good thing! And if that was 

1 thing! And if that 
true it meant that he really didn’t love me! 
Such a conclusion was like a sudden dash 
of cold water! How could I have been 


such a credulous little fool? 

When I finally fell asleep, I don’t re- 
But I awakened early, feeling 
awful. And I had a splitting headache. 
For a few minutes I considered staying 
home, but remembering how matters stood 
between Blue and me, and my discovery of 
his true nature, I knew I didn’t dare. Be- 
cause he’d get around me, wait on me, rub 
my head, act like the devoted husband he 


was 


member. 


ro 
JO 


Oh well. maybe I'd feel better after a 
few cups of coffee. Then I remembered: 
No electricity, no coffee. And anger boiled 
through me as I remembered why! With 
my head throbbing like little devils were 
inside of it trying to beat their way out 
with tiny hammers, I got up, so dizzy I 
staggered as I went to our bedroom. Blue 
was sleeping peacefully. his long frame 
bent in the curve in which I always nestled. 
And for a second what I wanted most was 
to crawl in beside him and occupy that 
curve, feel his arms slip around me... 

That stirred me to a kind of fury. To 
think I was that weak! My reaction was to 
start a noisy banging as I jerked open the 
closet door and grabbed down the dress I 
was going to wear, kicking over a chair 
while doing so. 

“Hey, Littlhe Mama,” Blue murmured 
drowsily, “good mornin’ and so forth, 
meaning I love you like crazy. How you 
feelin’, sweetheart?” 

I was getting stockings out of my dresser 
when he spoke, and without turning, I said 
viciously, “I feel like hell! But what do 
you care so long as I’m able to drag to 
work?” 

Blue sat up quickly, staring at me in 
wide-eyed surprise. “Hey. whatsa matter. 
baby?” he asked with anxious concern. 
“You still mad about the lights being off?” 

“And why shouldn’t I be?” I demanded 
acidly, my head feeling like it was about 
to explode. 

“Well, maybe so,” Blue agreed gently. 
“But take your mad out on the power 
company. not me! Because I paid that bill, 
Little Mama.” 

“Oh—you cheap liar!” I spat. “You— 
you disgust me!” 

“Hey, now look, baby!” he protested, 
assuming a hurt one. “Even if I didn’t pay 
that light bill—which I most certainly did 
—is it important enough to make you say 
things to me that you know you don’t 
mean?” 

“Don’t tell me what I mean!” I shouted, 
my voice so strident I hardly recognized it 
as my own. “Maybe I’m not so stupid as 
you think! Maybe I’ve got sense enough to 
know what’s going on around here!” 

Blue gazed at me like he couldn't believe 
what he had heard, his brows deeply fur- 
rowed. Then in a curiously toneless voice 
he said, “I’ve never thought you were 
stupid, baby. Maybe it’s me that’s stupid. 
Because I don’t dig what you mean about 
what’s going on around here.” 


HE VERY QUIETNESS of his words, 

the unwavering steadiness of his eyes 
infuriated me, put me somehow on the de- 
fensive, as though 7 were in the wrong! 
And hysterically I cried, “You know very 
well what I mean, Blue Murdock! But as 
your unlovely musician pals would say, 
I’ve finally jumped wise—I've finally dug, 
you! And your jelly is all over. under- 
stand? All over!” 

Blue’s glance chilled in a way I didn’t 
know it could. “Skip the jive talk and say 


what you mean in plain English, Tony.” he 
commanded, not raising his voice.” 

“You know perfectly well what I mean!” 
I shrilled. 

“Maybe. More better you spell it out.” 
he said in that same expressionless voice. 

“T glared at him, wanting to jar him out 
of his unmoving calm. Wanting to hurt 
him. Wanting to make him feel the same 
agony that was writhing in me. So | 
screamed, “A year and a half we've been 
married and you haven’t brought in enough 
to pay even one month’s rent! You haven't 
tried to help with our expenses! In God's 
name, what am I supposed to do? Support 
you in the luxury to which you are now 
accustomed ?” 

“No.” Blue said. still quietly, still un- 
moved, “Not when you put it like that.” 

“How else do you want me to put it?” 
I yelled, feeling sick all over. “I’ve stated 
the facts, haven’t I?” 

“Yes, you sure have—up to a point. The 
trouble is, I thought you really believed in 
me. Tony.” he said. his voice showing a 
trace of feeling for the first time. He start- 
ed kneading his hands. like he always did 
before he sat down to the piano, and his 
eyes had a faraway look as he went on: 
“You know, I'd of had my Trans-V orld 
Symphony finished by now if six months 
ago I hadn’t stopped work on it to concen- 
trate on trying to knock out a pop tune. 
Because why? Because I wanted to take 
the lug off you—make a big chunk. fast. 
so you could quit work. So we could be 
together all the time. 

“It was a gamble, sure. And so far. I 
haven’t hit. And all the time I thought it 
was okay with you—that you understood 
what I was shooting for, and had faith 
enough in me to believe I’d make it.” Then 
he added in a voice so low I barely could 
hear what he sighed, “How deep is the 
ocean? How wrong can you be?” 

Words came scalding out of me. un- 
planned, slashing words: “What an actor! 
What a scene! You and your jazz sym- 
phony! You’re just a shiftless, lazy. no- 
good man, Blue Murdock! Sitting there 
right this minute in orlon pajamas / 
bought, in my house, where you’ve eaten 
food / paid for, and you’ve got the nerve to 
talk like a martyr, like I haven’t done my 
part—and more! Why, right from the start 
I ought to have known what you were! 
When we were first married you got that 
good job with Chick Stone’s band. But 
that was too much like work, wasn’t it? So 
you lasted only two weeks. And Chick 
didn’t fire you—you quit!” 

Blue sighed and ran his hands over his 
wiry hair. “Like I tried to explain.” he 
said heavily. “even for you I couldn't play 
that sweet commercial corn Chick features. 
Music has meaning, Tony. Even swing. It 
can have. It can say something, make you 
feel it where you live. And I simply cant 
play any other kind. I just can’t. Mop!” 

“Mop!” I jeered. “You and your deli- 
cate sensibilities! Too bad they didn't 
extend to my supporting you like—like a 
kept man!” 
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Fleetingly Blue’s eyes closed and a look 
of pain rippled over his dark features. 
Then he looked at me like he was seeing 
me for the first time and said slowly, 
“Okay. have it your way. So what?” 

There it was—his challenge! He was so 
sure of me. he dared do that! I boiled 
over. really flipped. “So what?” I asked 
tightly, quivering with rage, glaring at him 
as though he were the most loathsome crea- 
ture I’d ever seen. “So we're through, 
that’s what! And I mean it!” 

He looked at me and shook his head, al- 
most pityingly. “You just think you do, 
Tony.” 

“Well!” I blazed. “Still trying to tell 
me what / think! Ye gads what a dope 
you must think I am! Jl show you I 
mean it!” 

“Maybe.” Blue said softly, “You'll have 
to show yourself.” 

Outraged by his bland implication that 
I couldn’t quit him. I grabbed up the first 
thing I could get my hands on—a shoe tree 
—and hurled it at him, then sobbing, I 
whirled and ran out of the room. 

I was late getting to the office, but it 
didn’t matter. for Whit would be in court 
all day. and there was only a little routine 
correspondence awaiting me. By then I 
was feeling much better because of the 
several cups of coffee and the aspirins I'd 
had at a drug store lunch counter en route 
to work, — 

That is. I felt better physically. But 
mentally. maybe spiritually, I was really in 
the dumps. As I fiddled listlessly with the 
papers on my desk I tried to snap out of it 
by changing the trend of my thoughts. Like 
speculating about Whit’s attitude toward 
me if I really did quit Blue. I was quite 
aware that he liked me beyond our em- 
ployee-employer relationship . . . and that 
he had even before I married Blue. 

But Whit didn’t particularly appeal to 
me. I admired him very much. both for his 
ability as a lawyer and his gentlemanly 
qualities. Yet I knew he could never 
arouse in me the fires that Blue did. 

Blue . . . I was already regretting the 
way I had acted toward him, the things I 
had said. He certainly had grounds for 
being sore at me. But he never stayed sore 
long. Thinking back. I couldn’t even re- 
member when I’d seen him angry. That 
was one of his good qualities—his unvary- 
ingly sweet temper. Well. by evening we'd 
have both cooled down. Anyway, I was 
sure things would work out. They had to. 
Because regardless of the right or wrong 
of it, I loved Blue. 

The thought came: If you give in after 
saying all that you said this morning, that 
will be absolute surrender. And from then 
on, you won’t care how much you have to 
humble your pride. so long as you can keep 
him. You’ll be at his mercy. 

I shrugged that line of reasoning out of 
my mind and got busy with my work. At 
noon, after I’d had lunch, I went to the 
branch office of the Power and Light Com- 
pany to pay our bill. Maybe I even felt big 
over my resolve not to mention the matter 


again—ever. But when I walked slowly out 
of that office. I didn’t feel big at all. In- 
stead, I felt as small and cheap as a fly 
speck. Because Blue had paid our bill, just 
as he said he had. And I almost died in- 
side, remembering how I had accused him 
of lying about it! 

There was no one in the office when I 
returned, and at once I dialed our number, 
so anxious was I to Jet Blue know how ter- 
ribly sorry I was about—everything. And 
the phone rang and rang, but Blue didn’t 
answer. Perhaps, I thought. he had gone 
out for a while. And beside, my apologies 
would surely be more effective when we 
were face to face... near enough to 
touch each other. 

I didn’t get much done the rest of the 
afternoon. Because I was much too busy 
thinking up the things I was going to say— 
and do—when I got home to my poor 
darling. 

But I didn’t say or do any of the ex- 
travagant things I’d planned when I did 
get home. Because—Blue wasn’t there. 
After waiting so long to make up with him, 
that was a big disappointment! 

A service man from the electric light 
company arrived shortly after I did. And 
sounded real disgusted when he examined 
the switch box on the back porch and told 
me the only thing wrong was that a couple 
of fuses had burned out! 

That made me hate myself more than 
ever, made me feel very unhappy. But 
when I discovered that my husband’s 
clothes and battered luggage were gone, I 
felt as though my heart had stopped! I 
stood staring at the empty hangers in our 
closet where his suits had hung, at the 
empty place in the corner where his bags 
had been, unable to really believe the evi- 
dence of my own eyes, unable to grasp the 
fact that Blue had left me! 

Almost frantically I rushed to his chest 
of drawers, opening one after the other, 
and they contained only things / had 
bought him: Initialed handkerchiefs, the 
white linen shirts with the low-cut collars 
he had liked so much, and two of his three 
expensive sets of orlon pajamas. The other 
set, and the English wool bathrobe I'd 
given him the past Christmas, were on the 
neatly made bed. 

I couldn’t have been more stunned if 
somebody had hit me over the head with a 
club! Nor more shamed by the silent re- 
buke implicit in his having left everything 
J had bought him, even to a Christmas 
gift! Tears welled up in my eyes and I fell 
to my knees beside the bed and hugged 
the robe and pajamas to me fiercely. Then 
I cried bitterly, as though my heart were 
breaking. 

Which it was... 

After a while, still sniffing. still clutch- 
ing Blue’s robe and pajamas as though 
they were precious, I went to the room off 
the front which I’d fixed up with a studio 
piano, a flat-topped desk, and elaborate 
racks for the countless records Blue owned, 
as his study, or studio. It was all there. 
But his battered old record player and all 
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his records were gone. And so were the 
stacks of orchestrations, arrangements, and 
the untidy piles of ruled paper on which 
he wrote his own compositions, plus other 
personal items such as his pipes, and desk 
lighter. 

Trying to find some ray of light. it came 
to me the only thing which could be con- 
sidered mine that he had not left was his 
house key. And had he used it to enter at 
that moment, I’d have jumped all over him 
with unadulterated joy! 

But, he didn’t walk in then, or after it 
had grown dark, or during the night. as I 
strongly hoped he would. An endless day 
crawled by, and another empty night with- 
out any word from him. But only after a 
week went by, then a month, did I really 
believe he had left me for good. By then I 
knew in bitter detail how very unjust I'd 
been to him, how terribly I’d hurt his pride 
by my mean references to him as a kept 
man, as a parasite. I’d have given any- 
thing to have been able to retract those 
nasty, cruel assertions. And I'd even 
charged him with using those paltry few 
dollars for his own use with which he had 
paid that darned light bill. 


What a fool I'd been! 


DIDN’T TELL anyone in my circle, in- 

cluding those at the office. that my hus- 
band and I were separated. Not for almost 
two months. And it wasn’t because I knew 
there would be a young storm of “I told 
you so’s” from my friends, but simply be- 
cause it was my business and I meant to 
keep it so. 

But Blue’s friends, all musicians and 
therefore, not of my circle. obviously knew 
that we had split up. Or. more accurately, 
that Blue had left me. Because I called a 
number of them to ask if they knew where 
he was, or had heard from him. None of 
them seemed to know a thing. Or if they 
did, they certainly didn’t tell me. Nor were 
they in the least friendly. and not a single 
one offered to try to find out where Blue 
was. I even got the curious impression that 
they were all glad Blue and I were sep- 
arated. But I thought I was just imagin- 
ing things. 

I thought I had kept my trouble from 
those at Whit’s office until one afternoon a 
month, three weeks and two days after 
Blue vanished. when Whit buzzed for me. 
Carrying my pad and pencil, I went into 
his private office and took my usual chair 
by his desk, pencil poised to take dictation. 

“No dictation.” he said brusquely. “I 
just wanted to have a little chat with you, 
Antonia. I’ve been very worried about you 
for quite a while.” 

“But, why?” I asked as though unable 
to imagine any reason for his concern. 
“Isn’t my work up to par?” 

“Of course it is,” he replied impatiently. 
“You're working much. much too hard, 
actually. Which is one of my reasons for 
knowing that you've got something heavy 
on your mind—which you're trying to 
forget.” 

I dropped my eyes and started fiddling 


with my pencil. “I don’t know why you 
should come to that conclusion, Whit.” I 
mumbled. 

“Antonia—quit stalling! I’m for you. a 
thousand per cent. You know that. And if 
there is anything wrong that I can help you 
with—regardless of what it is—I stand 
ready to do anything within my power.” 

Treacherous tears glimmered in my eyes 
before I could do anything about them. 
Then I buried my face in my hands and 
tried to hold back the sobs that wanted to 
come out whether or no. And they did. I 
felt Whit thrusting a handkerchief between 
my hands, and gratefully I took it and be- 
fore I was able to stop crying, it was 
sopping wet. 

Whit poured me a glass of cold water 
from the ornate thermos jug on his desk 
and it made me feel a little better. I looked 
at him and said forlornly, “I’m afraid you 
can't help me, Whit. Nobody can. But 
don’t think ’'m unappreciative of your will- 
ingness to.” 

Whit regarded me keenly, his handsome 
bronze face intent. Then he asked, “It’s 
Blue, isn’t it, Antonia?” 

I nodded mutely, miserably, unaware 
that I was slowly tearing Whit’s handker- 
chief into shreds. 

His voice deepened to a growl as he 
asked. “He’s not mistreating you, is he?” 

“Oh, no, nothing like that,” I said 
quickly. 

“Is it another woman?” he persisted. 

“No!” I denied. Then I wailed, “How do 
I know—now? Maybe there is someone 
else by this time.” 

“By this time?” Whit repeated question- 
ingly. 

“We're separated!” I blurted, tears 
streaming down my face again. “We had a 
quarrel—and he went away. I haven't 
heard from him since. That was nearly two 
months ago.” 

“Oh.” Whit said. “I'm sorry, my dear. 
And. Antonia, I’m surprised, too. I mean, 
that you really are in love with that fel- 
low.” 

“Why should that surprise you?” I 
flared tearfully. 

Whit shrugged. “Well. after all, he isn’t 
of our class, our kind. Not even our color. 
And—” 

“What’s his color got to do with it?” I 
demanded hotly. “If you mean because he 
was so dark, / don’t see anything wrong 
with that! And Whit. I must say I’m sur- 
prised to hear you even imply such a 
thing!” : 

“Me, too.” Whit admitted with a wry 
grin. “Maybe it isn’t your husband’s color 
I'm prejudiced against. but him.” He 
smiled thinly, adding. “After all, Antonia, 
he did marry the girl I was in love with. 
And still am!” 

“l'm—I’m sorry, Whit,” I sighed, “but 
it isn’t—mutual.” 

“As if I didn’t know,” he laughed mirth- 
lessly. “But, maybe the string isn’t played 
out, my dear. Who knows what the future 
holds—for us?” 

Feeling as I did at that hurting moment, 
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all I could say was, “I'll never get over 
Blue. Whit. I'm sorry, but that’s the way 
it is.” 

Whit patted my hand and said gently, 
“Okay. Antonia. Time will tell. And mean- 
while. we re still friends?” 

“Of course!” 

“Swell! And Antonia—?” 

Pres¢ 

“If and when you decide to get a divorce, 
let me know. Because it will be on the 
house! Okay?” 

“Okay, Whit. And 
when.” 

I never thought I’d take Whit up on that 
offer. Not when my thoughts were so con- 
stantly on Blue. I even kept the house ex- 
actly as it had been when he was with me, 
especially his study. Because maybe one 
day, one night, I’d hear a key in the front 
door lock. and in he would walk, with that 
wonderful shine in his eyes that I remem- 
bered so well. and in that soft, caressing 
voice I loved, he would “Tm home, 
Little Mama. I couldn’t stay away any 
longer. Because how could I, when I love 
you like crazy?” 

I imagined that scene too many times. 
How, when he said those magic words, I’d 
fly into his outstretched arms and make 
him know that nothing mattered except 
that he’d come back to me and that I loved 
him like crazy. too! 

And even if the doorbell rang, regardless 
of the hour, how my heart would leap! 
Because maybe Blue might not think it 
quite proper to use his key and just walk 
in on me. So he’d ring the bell. Hoping, 
even praying that might happen, I’d rush 
to the door, no matter how I was dressed, 
and fling it open. my heart in my throat! 

But always it was the wrong person, 
even when it was Whit. 

Oh what a lonely house was mine! And 
yet I couldn’t leave it—not when due ‘re was 
the faintest chance Blue might come back. 
And how often in those memory-haunted 
rooms we had shared would I cry out, 
“Blue! My darling! My lover! Heart of 

y heart! Why don’t you come back? 
Why? WHY? 

And sometimes I’d hear piano music in 
Blue’s study. mostly the theme melody of 
his jazz symphony, a haunting passage, 
delicately phrased. like a cry of heartbreak 
more sensed than heard. It would be so 
real, I could hear it so distinctly, that 
time after time I’d hurry into that room 
... only to find emptiness ... and to 
know that yet again my imagination had 
tricked me. 

But each time, I’d go find out. Because 
one of those times . it might be real . . . 

Nights were the worst ...I didn’t 
sleep well. And often I’d have dreams 
about Blue which were so vivid, that they 
might as well have been real. Or I’d awak- 
en in the middle of the night and reach out 
to touch him before I remembered he 
wasn’t there, beside me . . . and then I'd 
cry, sometimes for hours. 

I was still doing that eleven months after 
Blue went out of my life. Along the way, 


thanks. /f — and 


I'd lost more pounds than I could afford. 
Whit had been grand to me—and patient. 
It was at his suggestion that I had allowed 
him to file for a divorce for me five months 
previously. He didn’t try to hide his pleas- 
ure that I was taking such a step, and I 
didn’t mention that it wasn’t because I 
didn’t want to be Blue’s wife any longer 
that I let him do it. With me it was a move 
of desperation. I thought perhaps if Blue 
learned of it. it might bring him back. 

But... it hadn’t. 

And as more months went by, Whit’s 
hopes rose. I could tell it in small ways. 
Like when he took me with him to look at 
a house he was considering buying—an ex- 
pensive, dream of a place. 

“Well. do you like it?” he asked with a 
smile after we had examined the dwelling 
thoroughly. 

“Tt’s gorgeous!” I exclaimed. Then I 
added quickly, “But Whit, that doesn’t 
mean—” 

“T know it doesn’t,” he cut in with 
laugh. “Where do you get such barbarous 
ideas? As though I was trying to tempt 
you—or bribe you. As if I wouldn’t if I 
could!” 

And then that new Cadillac coupe he 
bought—and, “as a favor to me, Antonia” 
asked me to drive afternoons when we 
weren't busy, “to break it in.” Clever man, 
Whit. I drove that lovely car all over town. 
And would have traded it and fifty like it 
for one tall, lanky dark skinned man—if 
his name happened to be Murdock. Blue 
Murdock, to be exact. 

And so on. Whit was trying to create a 
desire in me for fine things on the theory 
that when I got over Blue. I’d naturally 
gravitate to him—and the fine things he 
had the money to buy. And I didn’t try too 
hard to disillusion him. What did it matter? 

Then one day I read that Chick Stone 
and his band had returned to town after a 
lengthy tour. 
the club where Chick was playing and sent 
him a note, asking a chance to talk to him. 
The band hadn’t taken the stand yet and in 
a few minutes a waiter came and escorted 
me to Chick’s dressing room. 

As I entered. Chick, a slender good look- 
ing fellow of the romantic type. was sitting 
before his makeup table, peering into its 
mirror as he carefully worked with his 
lacquered black hair, pushing its waves in 
place. 

“Okay. so what do you want. Mrs. Mur- 





I was so desperate I went to 


dock?” he demanded curtly, without turn- 
ing his head. “Or have you discarded that 
name—yet ?” 


Shocked by his unexpected rudeness, I 
backed to the door and put my hand on 
the knob. but before I could open it, he 
snapped, “Oh sit down somewhere, will 
you? That is, if you came here to ask about 
Blue.” 

My resentment vanished like smoke and 
I cried eagerly, “Do you know where he 
ig?” 

“Why?” he asked coldly. “Does that 
high-powered boss of yours want to slap 
him with alimony papers?” 
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\limony papers!” 1 exclaimed. “Why, 
I’m not even divorced from Blue.” 

[hat’s not how / heard it,” he re- 
marked, cocking his head to one side as he 
examined his shining hair critically. “And 
sky-blue Caddy coupes, yet! Also a brand- 

mansion in the swanky Blue Hill sec- 


[ did file for a divorce,” I told him, 

ting to keep my temper, “but only in 

hopes Blue would hear about it—and at 

least get in touch with me. And as to my 

iployer’s new car, there’s nothing wrong 

me driving it—not like you seem to 

k. And that new house—that’s strictly 

employer’s idea! I don’t expect to live 
ever!” 

( ‘HICK TURNED around on the bench 

‘and looked me over carefully, curi- 

“Why don’t you lay off, lady?” he 
isked. regarding me with a level glance. 

What do you want with Blue? Do you 
want to ruin him completely? You cer- 

ly made a whopping good start!” 

[ gaped at him, aghast. my eyes wide 

shock. too stunned by the charge to 
ply 

Chick laughed derisively. “I’m wrong? 
\ll the guys who know Blue, they’re wrong, 
t id 

[ don’t know what you're talking 
bout.” I gasped. 

“Uhuh.” he jeered unbelievingly. “/ 
knew just about what was going to happen 
right from the start. Because you horsed 
Blue into taking a job with my band— 
tried to make a wage slave out of him.” 

\ wage earner,” I corrected angrily. 


What’s wrong with a married man work- 

“Nothing—ordinarily.” Chick replied. 
But it just so happens, lady, that Blue 
\furdock is not an ordinary man. I’m going 


it out for you. I was plenty sur- 
prised when Blue asked me for a job after 
two were married. Because he is a mu- 
in. But I hired him quick, like a flash, 
who wouldn’t? I didn’t expect him to 
because the sweet crap I play is 
tly for the birds. And when he couldn’t 
take it, and quit, it was only what I knew 
to happen. The fact is. with what he’s 
he has no business wasting his time in 
inybody’s band. Because even as an ar- 
ranger. he’s the most! But as a composer 
well. one of these days he’s going to be 
coing to be great! So—” 
[—I didn’t realize all that,” I faltered. 
You can say that again!” Chick said 
sively. 
“But I still don’t see why you said I al- 
ruined him,” I persisted, “or why all 
friends seem so mad at me.” My voice 
trembled. and I couldn’t hold back my 
tears as I said brokenly, “We had a big 
and I said mean things that weren’t 
true. and I was sorry for them, afterward. 
}ecause I loved Blue and—and I still love 
But he went away before I could tell 
how wrong I was. I don’t see why that 
ld ruin him.” 


Chick said almost pityingly. “Kid. like 
the song says, you got it bad—and that 
ain’t good.” 

“You mean—Blue doesn’t care for me 
any more?” I asked tearfully. 

“That’s not for me to say.” Chick re- 
plied. “But personally. I think he’d be a 
fool to come back to you.” 

“Why?” I wailed. “Why?” 

“Look, kid.” Chick said patiently. “it 
goes this way: So Blue falls for you so 
hard he marries you. He thinks you know 
the score. I mean about his big deal—his 
jazz symphony—that it’s difficult to write, 
to put it mildly—and that it’s going to take 
time. So right away what do you do? You 
needle him into getting a job. A job! He 
tried it—he really gives it a solid whirl— 
and it makes him sick to his soul. natch. 
This stuff makes me sick. too. But I’m not 
like Blue: Dough is what counts with me.” 

“T—] didn’t understand.” 

“No, you sure didn’t!” Chick agreed 
caustically. “So what does Blue do after he 
quits my band? He stops working on his 
symphony and tries to write cheap pop 
songs. Because why? So he can make 
enough moola to keep the both of you 
while he finishes his symphony! And 
a S IAL j 

PECIAL DAY 
Day for romance, Cupid’s day 
When St. Valentine holds sway, 
Candy, cards and fragrant 
flowers 
Speak of love throughout the 
hours. 
This special day that sweethearts 
share 
Is saved for lovers everywhere. 
—Louise Deane 
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what’s your reaction? You ride him, ride 
him like hell, make him feel like a heel 
because you make such a much about you 
paying the freight! Chicks like you are 
strictly poison for guys with great creative 
talents, see? And if you love Blue like you 
claim you do, you know what?” 

“No,” I said nervously. 

“If you love him, “Chick said almost 
kindly, “let him alone!” 

“Don’t you think that’s something he 
ought to have a chance to decide?” I cried. 
“Please. Mr. Stone—please! Tell me where 
Blue is!” 

Chick shrugged. “It could be arranged. 
But,” he added with a sigh. “I'd hoped 
you'd see the light. I hate to see Blue get 
fouled up—again.” 

I stared at him with tear-blurred eyes, 
realizing that this dapper band leader. like 
the rest of Blue’s friends, thought so high- 
ly of Blue, and what he was trying to ac- 
complish, that they’d built a wall against 
me, to protect him. From me! And the 
truth ached in my heart: They were right! 
I hadn’t taken Blue’s ambitions serious, 
had brushed off what he told me about 
them as mere dream talk. I- 

“Well.” Chick’s voice cut into my un- 
happy thoughts, “What about it, Mrs. 





Murdock?” 

I stumbled up, unable to speak, and 
groped blindly toward the door. Chick 
hurried after me, taking my arm and say- 
ing gently. “I’ve changed my mind about 
you. Tony Murdock. You're a good kid, 
after all. In fact, I think you’re great! But 
don’t go out of here like this. Sit down, 
get yourself together first. Okay?” 

Numbly I nodded, and allowed him to 
guide me to a chair. and when I heard the 
door close as he went out, I couldn’t hold 
back my racking sobs. And I knew I had 
nothing to live for any longer. 

Then Blue’s voice asked gently, “Hey, 
Little Mama. why all-the tears?” 

I looked up. scarce daring to breathe, 
knowing my imagination was playing me 
another cruel trick. Maybe it was, but | 
saw him, saw Blue standing before me, 
smiling down at me with that wonderful 
shine in his eyes that I had dreamed of for 
so long. I leaped up and grabbed him 
around the neck, still half-expecting he 
wasn’t real. 

But—he was! The shock was too much. 
I promptly fainted. 

That was a week ago. As I write this, 
the haunting theme of Blue’s symphony 
drifts through the house from his study and 
a thrill goes through me. I would like very 
much to slip in there and put my arms 
around him and kiss him until—well, that 
will have to wait, for I don’t want to dis- 
turb him. 

It felt strange, but how wonderful to be 
at home all the time—with my husband! 
During the time he was away, he held a job 
as arranger for one of the big name bands, 
out East at an unbelievably high salary— 
which he saved, as he said, like a squirrel 
hoards nuts. Despite what his friends 
thought, he always meant to come back to 
me, but only when he was in a position to 
support me. 

Only after we were home did he tell me 
that while Chick was lacerating me with 
his words of censure. he was right in the 
next room, disagreeing with practically 
everything his friend was saying. 

As he put it, “Little Mama, Chick wasn’t 
on the beam. I mean, a man marries, he’s 
gotta be man enough to take care of his 
wife. I was in a kick where I thought I 
couldn’t do anything but write music—my 
own stuff. I found out different. Marriage 
is a partnership, and it’s not just a one-way 
deal, either. I mean it’s not for either one 
to do all the giving or all the taking. You 
got to mix it up, huh, Little Mama?” 

And he only laughed when I said | 
didn’t care about any of that, and that what 
would make me happiest would be to scrub 
floors if necessary to enable him to com- 
plete his symphony. 

“It won't be like that, baby.” he told me, 
cradling me in his arms. “You’re not going 
to scrub anybody’s floors or work in any: 
body’s law office, from here on in. You 
gonna give me any argument about that?” 

I let the very special way I kissed him 
give him his answer—and . . . other at 


THE END 


swers, too! 








amor 
Yet, 
been 
my h 
Ig 
many 
own 
on m. 
af 
woma 
in an 


iy 
ap] 
cause 
many 
life, d 
reckle 
oblivie 
were s 
the ser 
of hon 
I de 
corps 
bunch 
think 
ever k 
workin 
jobs. 
Yet, 
bad act 
I rec 
the hos 
one of 
ing any 
that un 
on the 
about t 
uniform 
a lie su 
fore, it 
who ma 
me; the 
the doct 
came in 
in bold 
their pr 
tunity t 
during o 
I hate 
there wa 
would gs 
homesick 
tional uw 
the pass: 
Tespect | 
followed 
and who 
among G 
unscrupu 
shame be 
From t 
as: “Well 
invest in 
for me te 
them givi 





nd 
ck 
iy: 
ut 
id, 
ut 
mn, 


he 
Id 
ad 


“Ys 


ne 
th 
he 
ly 





Confessions Of An Army Nurse 


(Continued from Page 36) 


among the fellow members of my outfit. 
Yet, I wasn’t as lonely at first as I had 
been at home after the devastation came to 
my heart with Ralph’s letter. 

I guess the reason was that I found too 
many other people with troubles of their 
own to allow me to concentrate so hard 
on mine. 

I found that I wasn’t the only 
woman who had donned the military whites 
in an attempt to forget frustration in love. 


young 


WAS HORRIFIED at the effect dis- 

appointment in affairs of the heart had 
caused in some of my fellow nurses. So 
many of them were cynical, blase about 
life, determined to live at such a mad and 
reckless pace that they would be able to 
obliviate the sad memories. Then there 
were some of the girls who had come into 
the service mainly for the thrills, to be free 
of home ties and responsibilities. 

I don’t mean to say that our splendid 
corps of wartime nurses constituted a 
bunch of hussies or harlots. Far from it. I 
think I met some of the finest girls I’d 
ever known in the outfit; serious, hard- 


working, patriotic and dedicated to their 
jobs. 
Yet, as in any other situation, it is the 


bad actor who gets the most attention. 

I recalled uneasily how my associates at 
the hospital in Texas had warned me that 
one of the drawbacks about women enter- 
ing any branch of the service was the fact 
that unscrupulous GI’s and vicious folks 
on the home front loved to circulate tales 
about the lack of morals on the part of 
uniformed women. I found out how rotten 
a lie such tales are. But as I’ve said be- 
fore, it was the worst among the nurses 
who made the most telling impression on 
me; the girls who flirted shamelessly with 
the doctors or every officer with whom they 
came into contact; the ones who engaged 
in bold prostitution, deliberately turning 
their profession of healing into an oppor- 
tunity to make fabulous sums of money 
during off-duty hours. 

I hated the latter creatures. I thought 
there was nothing so low as a woman who 
would stoop to taking advantage of the 
homesickness and the long-frustrated emo- 
tional urges of our soldiers to engage in 
the passion for profit racket. I had more 
respect for the professional women who 
followed soldiers all around the country 
and who conducted business on the streets 
among GI’s on pass than I did for the few 
unscrupulous army nurses who hid their 
shame behind their position with the corps. 

From them I heard such cynical remarks 
as: “Well, you know the boys are going to 
invest in a little fun anyway. It’s heiter 
for me to take their money than to have 
them giving it to the Filipino gals.” 


Or such statements as: “It’s not that I 
would do such things in civilian life. But 
after all, who'll know and who’s being hurt. 
The soldiers get what they want and I’m 
building up a nice little nest egg.” 

Actually, most of the girls were a decent 
sort who wouldn’t have thought of doing 
things like that. But have you ever noticed 
the power evil persons can wield over a 
group? People like that can stand in the 
midst of a group and brag about the most 
disreputable deeds and the people in the 
group will join in a sort of nervous ap- 
proval which they don’t honestly feel. I 
guess it’s because human beings, on the 
whole, are weaklings who don’t want to be 
thought old-fashioned or holier-than thou. 

There was one girl in the group, however, 
who didn’t go along with the program. She 
slender and easily one of 


members of our unit. 


was sweet-faced. 
the most popular 
Her name was Sally Numbers. 

After one of the girls—Ann Batchelor— 
had told about one of her affairs with a 
GI, proudly telling how she had cried rape 
when an MP caught them together, Sally 
had spoken up strongly: 

“You know, Ann, I don’t see 
smart in what you did. In fact, I call it a 
pretty rotten trick. And—I think all of 
you girls are being stupid—you know you 
can’t play with fire without getting burned, 
yet you go right on playing—for a few 
lousy bucks. What good will they do you 
when you find out—after this is 
that no decent man will have you?” 


anything 


over— 


The next morning I looked Sally up. 
She was on duty in the office of Major 


Duncan. 

“T think that was a wonderful and brave 

you to do last night, Sally,” I 
holding out my hand. “I admire 
you very much for it. If more people spoke 
out boldly what was on their 
crumbs like Ann wouldn’t have so much 
influence and mislead others to become 
just like them.” 

Sally smiled shyly. 

“Thanks, lots,” she said. “I wasn’t really 
trying to be heroic or to tell anyone how to 
run her life. It’s just that I think people 
can go too far and Ann did. I couldn’t help 
wondering what happened to that poor 
soldier who has to take all the blame for 
something which Ann was as much respon- 
sible for as he was.” 

That brief conversation was the begin- 
ning of a fine friendship between Sally and 
me. She was a New York girl, came from 
quite an aristocratic family and had joined 
up after her boy friend had gone into the 
Air Corps. Being in the nurses corps made 
her feel that she was working shoulder to 
shoulder with him. even though he was sta- 
tioned somewhere on the other side of the 


thing for 
told her 


minds, 


world. 
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If it hadn’t been for Sally, I think the 
months spent in Manila would have been 
unbearable. She was a warm, open-hearted 
person who inspired confidence and exuded 
sympathy. I hadn’t known her a week be- 
fore I’d told her all about Ralph and 
broken down, crying on her shoulder be- 

of the aching unhappiness which was 
red up inside of me. Sally gave me some 
ery sensible advice. I was too young and 
imbitious to let one unfortunate love affair 
throw me, she counselled. She pointed out 
much better it was that things had 
happened as they did before, rather than 
we were married. She added that I 
ht to be grateful that Ralph was honor- 
ible enough not only to want to recognize 
obligation to the girl he’d compromised 
ilso to be perfectly honest about it 

ih me. 

\ll that Sally said still couldn’t bring 
Ralph back to me or heal my hurting heart 
but I did feel much better having gotten 

irden off my chest and her advice ac- 
plished one important thing. It made 
eel so much less sorry for myself. 

[his wasn’t the last time Sally helped me 

1 rough spot. I’d adjusted easily to 
routine of army life. I once again be- 

in to take a hearty interest in my work 
nd to feel that life was worth living. There 
vas something even more gratifying about 
being able to help and comfort the fellows 
niform than there had been in minister- 
civilians. Added to the pain or dis- 
omfort of whatever had brought them to 
he hospital, these sturdy, uncomplaining 
had a serious psychological problem 
civilians hadn’t been forced to face. 

They were heartsick for the familiar faces 
nd the loved surroundings they'd left be- 

1 to help win the war. I developed a 
eat tenderness for them, a skill in giving 
it that extra something which can’t be 

ight in school; that something which can 
ike a bed of pain a bit easier for a 
t. I learned to laugh and joke with 
without jeopardizing the discipline 
had to be maintained even in a 
pital. I did little things for them, things 
it weren’t in the line of duty but which 
shining eyes and shy smiles paid for 
lred times over. 
My off-duty hours, which had once been 
blem because I had been so anti- 
ocial, so wrapped up in my own troubles 
that I rejected any idea of relaxation or 
reation, were different now. I had 
Sally’s companionship. We went to the 
st movies together, visited the rec hall 
once in a while, went out on a double 
It made all the difference in the 
having a special buddy. 
\ly growing contentment with my life as 
army nurse got a severe jolt a few 
mths after I’d become pals with Sally. 
[t wasn’t something which happened 
bruptly, but one of those situations which 
eloped over a period of time. I’m talk- 
ibout the armed truce between me and 
Major Duncan. 
[In any branch of service, a second lieu- 
t who earns the antagonism of a ma- 
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jor is inevitably on a pretty serious spot. 
It’s difficult for me to explain how I in- 
curred the hatred of Major Duncan from 
the time she joined the unit in Manila. 
I’ve often been led to believe, not only 
because of my experience with her but also 
because of observations I've made involv- 
ing other people, that there is a certain 
indefinable something which can develop 
between two people on first sight which 
generates dislike. 

I disliked Major Duncan from the very 
beginning when she was presented to the 
corps as our executive officer. For my 
part, however, the way I felt about her 
need never have been known by her or 
anyone else. But that wasn’t the way it was 
with the Major. She evidently made up her 
mind to pick on me from the jump. She 
was a short, dumpy woman, efficient as a 
steel trap and twice as nasty. Her first 
declaration of war against me was to de- 
liver a scathing reprimand about a minor 
discrepancy in the way I was wearing my 
uniform. The reprimand was in order be- 
cause of my carelessness. but the bitterness 
of it, delivered for two full minutes in front 
of the whole unit and the extra duty pun- 
ishment she handed me were completely 
out of proportion to the grievance. 

I accepted the tongue-lashing and the 
punishment as I had to—with humility. I 
couldn’t help feeling that this was only the 
beginning of a lasting unpleasantness. 

I was right in that. 

Every unattractive assignment she could 
find, every disagreeable duty she could 
think of came my way from Major Duncan. 
She had an ugly sneer on her face when- 
ever she spoke to me or mentioned my 
name. 

“Why does she hate you so?” Ann Bat- 
chelor, a girl who traded sex for money, 
asked me once. 

“You should be able to answer that bet- 
ter than I, Ann,” I said. “After all, she’s 
your boss.” 

Ann had a desk right outside the Major’s 
office and was her right hand. In compari- 
son to the way she treated me. the Major 
had only the brightest smiles and kindliest 
air toward Ann. 

I don’t want to do anyone an injustice— 
not even a detestable old bat like Major 
Duncan. Still, right up to this day, I can’t 
help what I believe about her. The whisper 
around the unit was that she was “queer” 
—one of that twisted group of women who 
relish their own sex physically. I never 
heard of any improper thing she’d done or 
any advance she’d made to any of the girls. 
Yet, instinct told me the rumors were true. 
I seemed to sense that the Major had a 
repressed and torturing admiration for 
Ann and came to resent me all the more 
earnestly because of the mutual devotion 
between Ann and me. 

The Major’s constant badgering of me, 
her nasty attitude made me miserable, up- 
set me horribly. 


NE EVENING, after the Major had 


made an especially unfair and biting 


verbal attack on me for something which 
wasn’t even my fault, I determined I had 
taken more than I could stand. I had a 
long, tearful talk with Ann and told her I 
was going to request a transfer. 

I was torn between two fires—the urge 
to get away from Major Duncan’s hateful- 
ness and the dread of losing the compan- 
ionship of my best friend, Ann. It was in 
this crisis that I discovered in Ann a qual- 
ity of strength which I hadn’t suspected. 

Have you ever known anyone you could 
go to when you were torn up emotionally 
who could soothe you and give you back 
your balance plus a new determination and 
the fortitude to face your problem un.- 
afraid. 

That’s what Ann did for me. She did it 
with a few, quiet words and with a skill of 
logic and sympathy which was unbeliev- 
ably effective. 

“You’re in the service, Helen,” Ann said 
calmly. “You’ve just got to face it; the 
things you could run away from in civilian 
life, you can’t escape as easily in the 
service while there’s a war on. Okay, so 
you ask for a transfer. Maybe you get it. 
Maybe you don’t. If you do, maybe you get 
sent some place where there’s no Major 
Duncan, but there’s something else or 
someone else to make your life unhappy. 
If you don’t get it, the Major will pick on 
you that much more because you tried to 
get away and failed. First place, you 
know, she has to approve your request for 
a transfer. 

“You know what, Helen? I’ve been hes- 
itating to tell you this but, as a friend, I’ve 
got to be honest. Partially, your trouble 
with the Major is your fault. Why? Be- 
cause you let her get under your skin and 
you show it. She loves that. She’s that 
kind of unnatural person who revels in 
hurting others. If she thought you were 
ignoring her attempts to make you miser- 
able, still going about your duty so nothing 
can be said against your work, she’d get 
off you quick. Try it.” 

I did try and it worked. I developed a 
habit of smiling sweetly at the Major every 
time she picked on me. I was especially 
cheerful when she gave me tough or unde- 
sirable jobs to do. I gradually grew a thick 
protective hide against all her attempts to 
make me look or feel like a fool. 

At first, she just worked all the harder 
at baiting me. She made it pretty tough for 
me. Still I didn’t forget Ann’s quiet advice 
and her faith in my ability to carry 
through. Gradually the Major began to let 
up on me. Soon she seemed to abandon her 
all-out campaign and our relationship be- 
came an uneasy, armed truce but nothing 
so unnerving as it had been. 

In fact, I think Major Duncan would 
have dismissed me from her evil mind if it 
hadn’t been for the trouble I got into when 
I met and fell in love with Tommy. 

I had begun to despair of finding some 
one who could help me fill up the empty 
space in my heart. I’d met any number of 
nice, clean, young officers who showed 
more than a passing interest in me. There 
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was always something wrong. Either they 
were married or engaged or too demand- 
ing or too shy. I began to think something 
was wrong with me. Many of the nurses 
had found their ideal men, either in the 
ranks of officers or enlisted men. Sally 
kidded me that I’d never find my perfect 
man because I wanted him to be too per- 
fect and also because I was looking so 
hard I’d never recognize him if he did 
come along. 

About six months after we’d been sta- 
tioned at the large Army hospital, a Negro 
medical unit moved in. I was furious as I 
watched them setting up headquarters not 
far from the administration building. I 
went to look for Sally. 

“What do you think, honey?” I ex- 
claimed. “They’ve got a bunch of colored 
medics that moved in almost next door!” 

She looked at me curiously. 

“So, what about it, Helen?” 

“What about it,” I raved. “It’s getting 
bad enough around this place already with 
the civilized wolves baying around at night. 
Don’t you realize what this means. We are 
going to have to be awfully careful about 
being around the grounds late. You know 
how the colored are?” 

Sally screamed with laughter. 

“You're a sketch, Helen,” she said. “Do 
you really believe all those fantastic stories 
about every colored man entertaining a 
lurking desire to rape any white woman he 
sees? That’s an idea that went out with 
bustles—that is, in the minds of intelligent 
people. In New York I lived right in the 
middle of a Negro community. They’ve got 
their bad eggs just as we have ours in the 
white race.” 

I was surprised at Sally, taking up for 
Negroes like that. The way I’d always been 
taught, the further away white women were 
from colored men, the better. They could 
be depended on to work hard as long as 
you kept them in their place. I really 
didn’t think it was right of the Army to 
put colored soldiers right next door to a 
group of white women. 

I kept my thoughts to myself, however, 
because it seemed they were very unpopu- 
lar thoughts. Everyone else in the unit 
seemed to accept the arrival of the Negro 
medics as a matter of course. I even had 
reason to suspect that some of the nurses 
were more than friendly with the colored 
boys. 

Word got around that Ann Batchelor, the 
girl who had framed the innocent corporal 
on a rape charge, and a few other girls 
who were carrying on a flourishing part- 
time prostitution business were going so 
far as to include the Negro soldiers in their 
clientele. 

I shuddered at the idea. No wonder so 
many colored men had such little respect 
for white womanhood when there were 
girls so depraved as to have willing physi- 
cal contact with them, even for money. 

If anyone had told me that, a month 
after the Negro GI’s came. I'd be hopeless- 
ly in love with one of them, I’d have flown 


into an unreasoning fury. But it happened. 
Here’s the way. 

One of the girls in psychiatric was flown 
home on an emergency furlough because 
of a death in the family. Major Jordan, 
the commanding officer of her division put 
in a request for loan of someone from our 
unit. I suppose Major Duncan thought 
this was another chance to give me a hate- 
ful detail. At any rate, I was selected. 

At first I inwardly rebelled at the 
thought of being assigned to mental cases. 
Instantly, my instinctive loyalty to the 
nursing profession made me ashamed of 
myself. I had read a great deal about the 
suffering and disturbed state of so many of 
our boys who had fallen victim to the hor- 
rible thing we called “battle fatigue.” Af- 
ter facing crucial dangers at the front and 
displaying the most spectacular heroism, 
many of them cracked up because of the 
stresses of war. the strains of army life or 
homesickness and anxiety about the folks 
they’d left behind. 

Very few of these lads were actually in- 
sane. Most of them were going through a 
period of nervous frustration and break- 
down. Some of them were the victims of a 
most unfair cruelty on the part of un- 
reasonable officers, many of whom ought to 
have been put under a rest cure them- 
selves. The army had worked out some 
marvelous techniques of therapy to relieve 
the battle-fatigued. 

I realized that my new temporary as- 
signment would teach me a great deal that 
was new and place me in a position to 
render great service in an area where it 
was crucially required. 

The minute I met Major Jordan, I knew 
instinctively that I was going to love my 
new assignment. The major was a large, 
thoughtful, graying man with a heart as 
big as a barracks and the most comfort- 
ingly calm manner. 

He talked with me for an hour about the 
work was being done under his supervision. 
To him it was an inspired task for which 
no sacrifice was too great, I found out later 
that his attitude had infused into every 
nurse and doctor in the division the de- 
termination to help their distressed charges 
to the utmost of their ability. 

I was assigned to a ward in which a 
dozen men were being treated. They 
weren't all bed patients nor were they the 
type of extreme cases which had deteri- 
orated to the extent of having to be con- 
fined. They were a bunch of war-weary 
kids whose nervous systems had suffered 
severe shock. Some of them were unable 
Others had artificial 
been 


to sleep at night. 
physical disturbances 
brought about by mental stress and had 
become as real as if they actually existed. 

Here was a chance really to be a nurse. 

There was only one thing that disturbed 
me about the assignment. One of my pa- 
tients was a Negro. My sense of humanity 
told me that I had no right to resent this 
soldier because of his race; that it was 
positively indecent to want to treat him 


differently. Especially, when I took a fur- 


which had 
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tive look at his record and found out that 
he had been a hero in one of the most try- 
ing battles in the theatre. 

Another thing that made me conscience- 
stricken about my resentment toward Ser- 
ceant Thomas Clark was my discovery 
hat he was an unusual person. Brown as 

nut and built like a trim young light- 

eight champion, Sergeant Clark was the 
best-liked patient in the ward. To the 
her inmates, most of whom were of 
ithern background, he was Tommy. 

[hey unquestioningly accepted him as an 
equal, responding to his sunny personality, 

ppreciating his gentlemanly courtesy and 

nsideration and liking the easy, unaf- 

ted way he fitted in with no shade of any 
ense of inferiority, no slightest idea of 
being any different from anyone else. 

I found myself watching Tommy closely 
when he didn’t realize I was doing it. I 
caught him giving a helping hand to sev- 
eral of the fellows who were worse off than 
he. I saw him often in the midst of the 
croup of patients, talking animatedly. 
commanding their attention, bringing forth 
their laughter. 

I never did anything to let Tommy know 
about the fast-fading resentment I had in 
my mind. I went out of my way, because of 

y hidden and guilty prejudice against 
him. to be nice to him. Without realizing 
it. I began to think about him a great deal 
when I wasn’t even in the ward. I told my- 
self the reason was that I’d never had such 
close contact with a Negro and that I was 

ous because he represented a type of 
colored person I didn’t know existed. 

I didn’t know that the next few days 
were to bring me into even closer contact 
with him. 

lommy’s case was one which baffled 
Major Jordan. That was saying something 
because the major was uncannily expert in 
obing into the minds of others and seek- 

out the secrets in the dark corners. 
ymmy had been a model soldier, popular 
1) his outfit, a favorite of the officers and 

ingly sound in mind and body. Sud- 
ily he had been taken with fits of de- 
ssion, excruciating headaches and an 
nability to close his eyes in sleep during 
long hours of night. This state. of 
irse, impaired his efficiency. His com- 
inding officer liked Tommy so well that 
had become quite concerned and or- 
ered him to the hospital, sending along a 
ersonal note to Major Jordan, an old 
riend of his. 

“I can’t understand that Clark fellow, 
Lieutenant,” the Major told me worriedly. 
le’s the first patient in a long time who 
ant relax into revealing to me what is 
isturbing him. There’s seemingly no trou- 
ble at home. He’s unmarried. I’ve tried 
everything. But he won’t talk. He’s a per- 

t gentleman about it, seems to want to 

operate but evidently his trouble is so 
leep-seated that it is agony for him to dis- 
cuss it.” 


1 ‘HE MAJOR HAD more cause for wor- 


y. The same night he discussed Tom- 


my’s case with me. I walked slowly 
through the ward. Everyone was sleeping 
soundly except Tommy who was twisting 
and turning in his bed, obviously in terri- 
ble pain. 

I went to his side, leaned over him and 
saw the misery in every line of his face. At 
a time when my only concern ought to have 
been his suffering, I couldn’t help marvel- 
ling at the attractive. clean cut features, 
the disarranged curly hair which was so 
unlike the hair of most Negroes I'd seen. 

“Tommy,” I whispered. “Is it very bad?” 

My heart contracted as he opened his 
dark, serious eyes and made a noble at- 
tempt at a smile. 

“T think I'll live, nurse.” he said. 

Negro or no Negro, how could you help 
but admire that kind of courage. I was to 
learn later that often when Tommy was 
laughing and joking, cheering the other 
fellows, he was covering up the most ex- 
cruciating pain. 

All at once, I found myself determined 
to do what Major Jordan had been unable 
to do. We had already detected that 
Tommy’s headaches were of the nervous 
type—migraine headaches, the most pun- 
ishing kind which can strike at the sensi- 
tivity of the brain. I determined that I 
would go out of my way to find out what 
Tommy’s problem was. I wanted to help 
him. I wanted to cure him. 

I laid my hand on his forehead. He was 
awfully hot. I took his temperature. It was 
up to a dangerous height. 

“All I want to do is get some sleep,” 
Tommy told me wearily. “I haven't slept 
in days. I didn’t want to ask this because I 
hate all kinds of dope. But could I have 
a couple of sleeping pills, nurse?” 

“Of course you can, Tommy,” I said 
gently. “Only before I give them to you, I 
want you to promise me one thing.” 

He stared at me. 

“Sure, nurse, anything,” he said. 

It was so trusting the way he said it. 
He’d given his word without even wanting 
to know what I would ask. 

“IT want you to promise me that tomor- 
row when you feel much better, you'll give 
me a few minutes of your time. I want to 
tell you a secret.” 

“Me. A secret. Gosh, nurse,” he said, 
half-sitting up in bed. “That’s a switch. 
Now you take the major. He’s a good egg. 
He wants to know my secrets. You mean 
you're going to tell me one of yours. You 
know what, I seem to feel a little better 
already. What’s wrong with telling me 
now?” 

I was amazed and gratified at his re- 
sponse. I hesitated about accepting his 
suggestion. Recalling all my convictions 
about Negroes and white women—the con- 
victions Sally had laughed at—I wondered 
whether I ought to be remaining in this 
half-lit ward of sleeping men, talking to a 
Negro, intimately close to him. What I 
didn’t know was that my nearness to 
Tommy was having a strangely disturbing 
effect on me. / wanted to be near him. I 
was convinced that I was being unselfish; 


that my motive was purely to help him. It 
was as far away from my mind that I felt 
a compelling attraction to Tommy as the 
North Pole is from the South. 

When I’d told Tommy I had a secret to 
tell him, it had been because of a wild 
hundred-to-one chance I was going to take, 
The elementary things I knew about psy. 
chology told me that the reason Major 
Jordan had failed was that he hadn’t been 
able to catch Tommy off guard. Tommy 
had a strong will. I could tell that because 
of the leadership he exerted in the ward. 
He had built up a good-natured but firm 
resistance to the major. I was willing to 
gamble that Tommy would break down 
and reveal his secret if someone told him 
convincingly enough a secret with which 
he could sympathize. 

I told Tommy about Ralph; how much 
we'd been in love and what had happened 
when Ralph went overseas. I pointed out 
that when I got Ralph’s final letter, I had 
thought my world was destroyed. 

“T think I could have made myself very 
sick just as you are now, Tommy,” I said, 
concluding my story. “That is, if I had 
given in to my problem. You're not really 
physically ill. It’s just that you’ve given 
in. I found a way to help myself. I joined 
the service. There’s surely something you 
can do to help yourself.” 

Suddenly I noticed that Tommy was 
staring at me in the strangest manner. | 
felt uncomfortable. 

“What’s wrong, Tommy? Have I said 
anything to disturb you?” 

“Gosh. what a coincidence,” he mur- 
mured slowly, still staring at me. 

“What’s a coincidence?” I demanded. 

Impulsively Tommy reached under his 
pillow. He brought out a letter, handed it 
to me. 

“Read it. nurse,” he said in a low voice. 
i 
He saw me studying the date on the 
well-worn envelope. 

“Tt’s over seven months old,” he admit- 
ted. “I—well, it’s silly. But I take it to 
bed with me every night.” 

Switching on my small flashlight, I took 
the letter out of the envelope. It was a 
beautiful handwriting. The composition 
and style were perfect. It was a very tragic 
letter. Written by Tommy’s girl, evidently 
the one he’d planned to marry when he got 
discharged, Tommy’s girl had found 
someone she loved better than Tommy. He 
was a Marine she’d met at a party. She 
wanted Tommy to forget about her. 

My eyes were shining with tears as I 
finished the letter. 

Tommy was watching me, waiting. I 
knew the next words I would say would 
be important. 

I chose them very carefully. 

“So this is it, Tommy,” I said slowly. 
“This is the reason for the headaches, the 


“T never wanted to let anyone else read | 








fever, your insomnia. Listen to me very | 


carefully, Tommy. I know how this feels. 
It takes something out of your insides. It 
sucks up all your ambition and your 
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strength. But just compare what happened 
to you and what happened to me. Ralph 
js married, a father. There isn’t any hope 
that I'll ever get him back even if I still 
wanted him. This girl who wrote you. She’s 
pledged herself to someone else. But has 
she given herself to him? You don’t know. 


Yet. you re ready to lose yourself in de- 
spair. There’s still hope for you and her, 
Tommy. Many strange things happen dur- 
ing war. 


back, 


she 


“And even if you never win her 
Tommy. I don’t care how 
js. she’s not worth your turning your back 
on all the future. I think you're a pretty 
wonderful guy. All the other patients think 


wonderful 


s0 too, It’s possible for you to fall love 
again. It’s possible for you to find the 
right someone else. Any girl would be 


lucky. ; 

I stopped. I was on dangerous ground. 
Dangerous ground for myself. In that 
minute of blinding revelation I knew that 
I felt an emotion for Tommy which 
not only a violation of my relationship to 
but a violation of 


was 


him as nurse to patient, 
all I believed because he was a Negro. 

It didn’t help any to see the twin stars 
of gratitude his eyes had become. Beautiful 
eyes shining thankfully to me under the 
tousled curly hair. I wanted to run my 
fingers through that hair, to kiss those eyes 
until they closed in sleep. I wanted to kiss 
his parted lips. 

“Thanks, 
Tommy said. 

My feelings were getting 
I got out of the ward fast, 
tumult of defiant joy and 
tion. 

Cheap! Cheap! 
wanting a Negro. 

Wonderful! Wonderful! 
citing emotion I felt for Tommy. Never 
had anyone so stirred me. Never had any- 
one seemed so perfect of body, so made to 
give and conquer love. I dreamed that 
night of Tommy. of being in his arms while 
a million accusing white fingers pointed at 
me scornfully. I woke up in the middle of 
the night. laughing deliriously. I had a 
fever. Love fever for Tommy. 

I had to face my problem in the morn- 


nurse. Thanks an awful lot,” 
the best of me. 
my mind in a 
self-condemna- 
what it was, 


That’s 


The racing. ex- 


ing. I knew that from now on. whenever I 
saw Tommy or went near him. I would 
tremble inside of me with desire. The ward 


wasn't big enough for Tommy and me and 
the undercurrent. I thought desperately of 
asking to go back to my unit. If I didn’t I 
knew I would be more miserable—not be- 
cause I loved Tommy but because it was an 
impossible, outrageous love. 


My problem was solved in the most 
magical way. In the morning I went to 


Major Jordan and told him what I had 
learned about Tommy and his. problem. 
The major was overwhelmingly grateful. 

“You’ve done a wonderful job, Lieuten- 
ant,” he congratulated me. “Now I know 
where to go from here.” 

Tommy’s record showed he had been in 
He had pro- 
duced shows, organized activities to enter- 


special service in his outfit. 


tain the men. Major Jordan called him 
into his office, asked Tommy how he’d like 
assignment in the hospital’s 
Tommy was thrilled at the 


well 


no 


temporary 
special service. 
idea. In a few days he had become 
integrated into that work. He 
longer a patient. but a useful. thriving part 
of the operation about the post. 

I was happy he was no longer in my 
ward and miserable too. Just before he had 
left, Tommy had walked up to me in the 
corridor outside the ward and said: “Nurse, 
I'll never know how to thank you for what 
now how foolish 


was 


you did for me. I can see 
I’ve been carrying that torch the way I did. 


One of these days I’m even going to have 
the courage to tear up that letter. You 
know why? I have a feeling I’m falling 


fast for someone else anyhow.” 

I mumbled a few words. wishing Tommy 
My brain was 
had he meant 


Juck in his new assignment. 
abuzz with What 
about falling for someone else? Surely he 
must have meant else at home. 
He’d had no chance to meet any girls since 


we'd had our talk 


wonder. 
someone 


except me! 


Could Tommy have meant me? Would 
he have the audacity to think of me that 
way? I almost laughed aloud at the irony 


of that question. God knows I was think- 
ing of him that way. 

It would have been so much better if I 
had followed my thought about going back 


to my own unit. If I had I might have been 


able to forget Tommy. I might not have 
lain awake nights. suffering. crying, want- 
ing him. I might not have written that 


desperate note which I pressed into his 
hand one day as he strode out of the Spe- 
cial Service building, handsome and con- 
fident. 

The said: 
my Please 
the mess hall about nine.” 

When eight-thirty came, I’d made up my 
mind not to keep my disgraceful rendez- 
vous. But at quarter to nine, I was fever- 
ishly getting ready. I had to see Tommy, 
had to have him hold me in his arms. 

It would have served me right if Tommy 
Or, if after meeting me, 
when I 


didn’t tell you all of 
meet me tonight behind 


note 


secret. 


had stood me up. 
he had turned and walked away 
told him shamelessly: 

“Tommy. I love you. If you don’t take 
me in your arms and kiss me I'll die.” 

He didn’t walk away. He looked like a 
kid handed a piece of candy. 

His arms went around me. crushing me 
to him. I shivered in his arms and my very 
blood seemed to burn. Our lips met, mine 
quivering and warm and searching. My 
hands were about his neck, first caressing, 
stroking, then digging into his skin. 

There and then I knew that I belonged 


to Tommy. ... 


night after that. 
Tommy 


HAPPENED every 
We took some terrible chances. 
getting and I often met 
him in a deserted spot far down the road 
from the hospital. We didn’t talk of love 
consciousness of the difference in 


it 


was passes now 


or our 
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1ce. We didn’t make undying vows. We 
ised every minute we had giving love, tak- 
« it. My nights were delightful fantasies 
of love. My days were contradictions of 
hatred of myself for what I was doing and 
ful anticipation about meeting Tommy. 

To this day I believe that we were 
hed by some spiteful person who in- 
ned—of all people—Major Duncan, the 
little woman who hated me. I believe 
because of the way we got caught. It 

ened several weeks after our affair be- 
lommy and I were at our secret ren- 

us when the two flashlights played 
and, heart wildly beating. I saw 

\Major Dunean and Major Jordan standing 
w feet away, horror etched over their 


In a split second a picture of eternal 
e for me came across my mind. A 
nurse from Texas caught in the arms 
Negro lover. The next thing that 

{ across my consciousness was the 
emory of Ann Batchelor and how she 
otten out of a spot like this. I can’t 

to Tommy, I told myself. I love him. 

is worse than Ann. At least the 

ral she was caught with was a white 

My instinct of self-preservation and 


nness possessed me entirely. 

[ began beating on Tommy’s chest, kick- 
eratching. I pushed him away from 
Disheveled and half-hysterical, I man- 

) get up off the ground and ran 

t to Major Jordan. 

Oh. Major. I’m so glad. So glad you’re 
I cried. “This man’s been forcing 
do things with him. He told me he 
witchblade and he’d kill me if I told 

He’s been making me meet him 
very night and I’ve been scared not 

Tonight, I had made up my mind to 

it to you. I was walking along the 

vad and he snatched me and tried to— 


to 


was a sneer on Major Duncan’s 


Major Jordan patted me comfortingly. 

[s this true, Clark?” he demanded 
ly of Tommy. 

I never heard Tommy’s answer. But be- 
| fainted, I saw the hurt disbelief on 

It’s a look I have seen over and over 
in my troubled mind throughout the 

irs that have passed. 


The horrible events that followed in- 
led my transfer back to my unit, the 
npathy of the other girls who believed 


ally been the victim of some horrible 
ence. With my conscience hounding 
ry waking minute, that sympathy 
nly made matters worse. Sally was kind 
t some seventh sense made me know that 

he suspected the truth. 
One day, about two weeks later, she said 
“Helen, have you heard the news 
t the soldier who bothered you? He’s 
a rape charge. It can mean death.” 
looked at me levelly. My eyes fell 

the look. 

Honey. I know what kind of spot you 
re in. But I think you’d feel much better 


if you went to your friend Major Jordan 
and told him the truth. You don’t want to 
see an innocent man die, do you, Helen?” 

I gave Sally a look of silent gratitude. 
Only a real friend would have dared that 
wild but accurate guess. Sally saved me 
from a life of misery. 

I went to Major Jordan. He was shocked 
at my confession, but still kind. 

“T'll handle things so Clark will get off 
without punishment.” he said. “I’m sorry 
you’ve done such a thing. but happy you 
had courage to admit it.” 

Maybe you think I got away with some- 
thing. not having to face punishment my- 
self for the terrible wrong I committed. I 
never.saw Tommy again. I stayed in the 
nurses corps until the war ended. I got a 
promotion and came out covered with 
honor and glory. I met an ideal man in my 
home town. married him and am bringing 
up two loving children. But until the day 
I die. I will see. every so often. the look of 
sadness and hurt on the face of the Negro 
man I loved and betrayed. It is a look 
which will never let me forget that in be- 
traying him. I also betrayed myself. Did I 
really escape without punishment. [Il let 
you be the judge. THE END 





I Drove 


Her To Ruin 


(Continued from Page 28) 


as fast as they arrived. and openly shacked 
up with any man who would give her a 
few dollars toward the rent. Maggie Vance 
at fifteen and a half had seen more vice 
there on Eddy street than I knew existed. 
This was the girl Paul was bringing to me. 
It was too much to ask so soon after losing 
Cathy—when my grief was almost beyond 
bearing. 

“Where will she sleep?” I faltered. 

“In Cathy’s room. Where else?” Paul 
asked impatiently. 

In Cathy’s room! How could Paul sug- 
gest such a thing? A girl like that in my 
darling’s pink and white room. the room 
that had become my shrine. It was un- 
thinkable. 

“We'll be home in an hour.” Paul rushed 
on, in that eager way of his. “Have a bite 
to eat, Doris. I don’t think Maggie has 
had a square meal in a week.” 

The receiver clicked in my ear. I sat 
there for several minutes biting my lips, 
trying to stop the silly trembling. Paul 
was insane to think of accepting this girl’s 
custody. I dragged myself upstairs finally 
and got the clean sheets from the linen 
closet. With my hand on the door knob, I 
stopped outside Cathy’s room. There was 
something so terrible about that closed 
door. As though on opening it. I would 
see my darling in her last sleep again, her 
dark curls fanned out against the pillow, 





her young face wearing the smile that had 
come after months of torturing pain from 
cancer of the bone. 

An aching lump rose in my throat and 
the tears that came so easily these days 
flooded my eyes. I put the sheets on the 


hall table and went downstairs. By the 
time Paul arrived with Maggie. I had made 
a crisp tossed salad, a platter of tuna sand- 
wiches and a pitcher of iced tea. 

“Well. here we are.” Paul said cheerily, 
coming up behind me, as I put the nap- 
kins around at each place. He kissed me 
lightly. “Honey, this is Maggie Vance.” 

I looked at the girl and something like 
pity tugged at my heart. She was wearing 
a faded blue cotton dress that barely coy- 
ered her knees. undoubtedly a hand-down. 
Her arms and legs were so thin, and she 
had none of the rounded curves that went 
with that age. Someone had done a bad 
job in cutting her hair and it hung in un- 
even edges. It was pretty hair, though. 
Thick and shining and almost blue black. 
But it was her eyes you noticed. They 
were warm brown and flecked with green. 
They looked at you straight and hard, 
seeming to look right through you. 

I wanted to say something gracious and 
kind in welcome. The words rose and 
stuck in my throat. “I’m glad to know 
you, Maggie.” I managed stiltedly, turning 
away to the buffet for the salt and pepper. 

Ill never forget that first meal. Paul 
made all the conversation, his voice warm 
and bright. Maggie sat across from me, 
wolfing down her food, her knife and fork 
held awkwardly, her elbows on the table. 

Cathy was always so dainty and grace: 
ful, . thought. She had such pretty man- 
ners. 

The dark eyes in the pinched little face 
met mine levelly. A crimson flush stained 
the girl’s cheeks. Her knife clattered to 
the floor. 

It’s as though she knows what I’m 
thinking, 1 thought nervously. / wish she 
wouldn't look at me like that. 

“Youre going to have a room all to your- 
self, Maggie.” Paul said brightly. “When 
you start going to Forest Heights high 
school. you can bring your friends home. 
Wait until you see the bedroom .. . It’s 
quite a room!” 

“T never had a room of my own.” Mag- 
gie said. “I always had to sleep on the 
sofa at home. In the... other foster 
homes, I usually had to sleep alongside one 
of the kids.” 

“Well. you've got a room of your own 
now, Maggie.” Paul pushed back his chair. 
“Come on. Doris. let’s show Maggie where 
she’s going to bunk.” 

I stood up and started stacking the 
dishes. frantie to delay the trip to the bed- 
room. My hands trembled so that a cup 
slipped between my fingers and broke. 

Paul put his arm around my shoulder. 
“Let those go until later. honey.” He put 
his other arm around Maggie. and we 
started toward Cathy’s room. 

It was Paul who flung open the door, 
Paul who moved quickly about opening 
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windows. adjusting shades. “Kind of pret- 
ty. eh, Maggie?” 

How can he, I thought bitterly, how can 
he turn this room over to a stranger so 
casually, so unfeelingly. Has he forgotten 
our little girl . . . so soon? 

Maggie’s dark eyes roved hungrily about 
the room. taking in the crisp Priscilla cur- 
tains. the pink flounce around the kidney 
shaped vanity. the matching satin quilted 
spread, Cathy’s collection of odd shaped 
perfume bottles that I had left just as she 
always kept them. “It’s beautiful!” she 


cried breathlessly. “The loveliest room 
I’ve ever seen.” 

She walked to the dresser and stared 

down at the photograph of Cathy. “She's 


she said wistfully. 
She died last Sep- 


pretty.” 
“That’s our daughter. 
tember.” Paul said simply. Then briskly, 
after he had opened the closet door, “Nice 
big closet, Maggie. We'll move these things 
out and make room for your duds.” 
“No!” It was a strangled whisper. He 
couldn’t move Cathy’s things. They 
all I had left. / wanted them kept. 
“Well. I'll leave you girls to get ac- 
quainted.” Paul said, a hard, 
disapproving look. “I’ve got work waiting 
for me down at the courthouse. I'll be 
home early though.” 
“T'll make up the bed for you. Maggie.” 
I said, after Paul had gone. 


were 


giving me 


“T can make it, Mrs. Sheldon.” Maggie 
said eagerly. “They taught us the right 


way . you know. like in a hospital 
They taught us that down at juvenile hall.” 

“All right, you can make it then.” I gave 
her the then hurried downstairs. 
As I did the lunch dishes and prepared the 
vegetables for dinner, 
Maggie moving about upstairs—in Cathy’s 
room. 

Memories surged into my 
overwhelming tide. Cathy. 
school, coming up behind me to give me a 
quick hug and kiss. “Guess what. Mom? 
I've got the lead in the drama class play!” 
Or, “They want me to play at the talent 
show, Mom.” Why, oh why, couldn’t it be 
Cathy up there, instead of that strange, 
dark-eyed girl from Eddy street. 

I didn’t hear Maggie come up beside me 
and she startled me from my brooding. “I 


Mrs. Shel- 


sheets, 


I was conscious of 


heart in an 
dancing in from 


can shell those peas for you. 
don,” she offered eagerly. 

I know now that if I had accepted the 
offer of help graciously. if I had 
over and made a place for Maggie beside 
me at the work table, things might have 
been different. But I felt those dark eyes 
staring at my tear stained cheeks. I 
didn’t want her standing there. reading my 
thoughts like that. I wanted to be alone 


moved 


with my memories of my curly haired 
Cathy. 
“T'm almost finished.” I said crisply. 


“Why don’t you run out into the garden 
and look around?” 

The eagerness left Maggie's face. “All 
tight,” she said listlessly. She stayed out- 
side until she heard Paul driving into the 


garage. Then she came flying into the 
house. 
Tear NIGHT when Paul and I were 


alone in our as we lay there in 
the darkness. Paul said. “Gosh. Doris. I 
feel so sorry for that poor little kid I could 
chance 


room. 


cry. She hasn't had a since the 
Her old man running 


last baby was 


day she was born. 


out on the family when the 


born. Her mother the way she is! I guess 
Mrs. Vance tried—at —: Paul sighed. 


. being left 
‘She wasn't 


“It was just too much for her 
with five kids and no money. 
much older than Maggie when she had the 
after she started 
started drink- 

then she got to 
night after night. 


first one. I guess. Anyway. 
working in that 
ing with the 
Jeaving the kids alone 


Maggie being in her teens 


tavern. she 


customers, 


no one to 
care what she did. trouble was inevitable.” 

“Tt’s an responsibility.” I said 
thickly. “I'd just die of shame if there was 
trouble up at the high school. Cathy was 
always S« so well liked by her 


awful 


gf TT rd 


teachers.” 


“Tt’s our job to see that Maggie makes 
out all right.” Paul said firmly. “Tt we 


feel wanted and secure. 
was so outstanding.” I went on, 
breaking. “Why is it the 
ones who are taken. while the others. 
“Forget Cathy.” Paul said. almost an- 
grily. “Cathy is dead! Tearing your heart 
out this way isn’t going to bring her back. 
Cathy doesn’t need your tears. But Maggie 
does. Cathy is safe now. but that other 
little kid has her whole life before her. It’s 
that she 
Don’t 
living we've got 


make her 
Cathy 
good 


my voice 


up to us to see she has a chance. 
doesn’t end up in a detention home. 
honey? It’s the 


to give our thoughts to 


you see, 
not the dead.” 


I buried my head in my pillow. crying 
silently. “You didn’t love Cathy .. . as 


I did.” 

“It’s because I loved Cathy so much. that 
I want to do something for Maggie. I can’t 
think of a finer monument, can you?’ 

He put his arms around me and tried to 
draw me against him. I grew tense and 
rigid in his arms—the way it always was 
Cathy’s death. It was as though that 
part of me, the woman in me, had died 
with my girl. Now. Paul kissed me and 
his hands caressed me gently. 
But it wasn’t any use. He held an empty 
shell in his arms. At last he turned away 
from me in disgust. 

“How much 
think I can wait?” 

Long efter he 
hands clenched at my side, fighting back 
the waves of grief. Then suddenly. I heard 
muffled sobs coming from the other bed- 
room. I got up and went into Cathy’s room. 
When I switched on the bedside lamp, I 
saw that Maggie had been crying too. At 
the sight of me. 
her covers, and turned her face away. 


since 


patiently. 


longer <b ow do you 
he asked hoarsely 


was asleep. I lay there. 


she huddled down under 


“Go away!” she sobbed. 
“What is the matter?” I asked gently. 
She sat up and glared at me. her thin 


face sullen and angry. “You don’t like 
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; me.” she cried. “You don’t want me in 
i your house... in this room, her room. 
i Nobody wants me . . . anywhere.” 
“Why, Maggie. That isn’t so!” I sank 
down weakly on the bed beside her. 


“Tt is so!” Maggie cried. “Mr. Sheldor 
likes me... . He wants me... but you 
lon’t . . . You don’t!” 

I wanted to deny the accusation again, 

but I couldn’t. Not with those dark eyes 
boring through me like that, eyes that had 
seen too much of life in their few short 
s to believe a lie. “Stop crying and go 
to sleep . . . Everything will seem better 
morning. You're overly tired... 
| excited now. Maggie.” 
She turned her face to the wall and 
| the covers up around her thin shoul- 
ders. I waited until she was quiet, then I 
turned off the light and left. 


aie ae 


It was a bad beginning for Maggie and 

\s the weeks slipped into months, 
zie didn’t come closer to me, and I 
ildn’t find a place for her in my heart. 


ew it was wrong to feel this way 
rd a child. I fought against the re- 


ent that came with the tormenting 

iat a miracle could change Maggie 
Cathy. But it was no use. Over and 
| kept thinking: the good ones go and 
hers live on. 

[ tried to make it up to Maggie by buy- 
clothes. sending her down to the 
shop for a permanent, by fixing 

| nourishing food for her. egg nogs, 

ds, good cuts of meat. And when I saw 
inding out into attractive curves, and 
ealthy color coming to her face. I told 
was doing everything possible for 

Still. I was haunted with guilt. 





Food 


clothes, aren’t enough, a small 
whispered. Maggie is still hungry, 

for love and companionship. 
orked frantically. correcting Maggie’s 
anners. teaching her how to sit and 
k correctly, catching her when she used 
street language. To spur her on, 
I told her how Cathy did things, how every- 
ilways complimented Cathy wherever 

ent. 

[ want people to say these nice things 
you too. Maggie.” I said. “I want 
be just as much a lady as Cathy 
\laggie would toss her dark head de- 


and glare at me resentfully. I know 
hat | was building up an intense re- 
llion in the girl by comparing her with 
Cat But then, I didn’t see the harm I 
loing. Then one day, the rebellion 

out in a terrible, terrible way. 
lt was a Saturday afternoon. Maggie 
| | had finished straightening the house. 
[ told Maggie about her nail polish left on 
kitchen drainboard and that her bobby 
pins were in an ashtray in the living room. 
“Cathy never left her things around. She 
was neat and tidy. You must be orderly 

I concluded. 

Nothing I do is right,” she flared hotly. 
Everything she did was wonderful. Cathy 
Cathy that . . . Always Cathy!” 





\ 





Fury blazed through me. Without think- 
ing, I reached out and slapped Maggie 
across the face. I was sorry the minute I 
had done it, but it was too late. Maggie’s 
face went white except for the livid mark 
of my fingers. She turned and ran blindly 
upstairs to Cathy’s room, slamming the 
door behind her. Then, there was a shatter- 
ing crash, a sound I’]] never, never forget. 
anymore than I'll forget the scene that 
greeted me a moment later when I threw 
open the bedroom door. 

Maggie was standing in the middle of 
the room. her face twisted with fury. The 
floor was littered with splintered glass. The 
perfume bottles—every one was broken. 
And Cathy’s picture lay in torn shreds. 

“How could you!” I whispered brokenly. 
“How could you come into this room .. . 
and...and...” I couldn't go on. 

“I’m glad!” Maggie spat at me. “I’m 


glad I did it! Glad... glad... glad. 
I hate her. I hate you, too.” 
I was stunned and horrified. I leaned 


weakly against the door, a kind of sick de- 
spair creeping over me. 

“T hate her!” Maggie cried. Suddenly, 
she broke into sobs, great gulping sobs 
that shook her whole body. She ran past 
me into the bathroom. She locked the door. 

I bent down and gathered the broken 
glass up in the dresser scarf. Tenderly, 
reverently, I took the torn pieces of Cathy’s 
picture and carried them to my room. I 
put them in a dresser drawer, and then I 
threw myself across the bed and wept. 

Paul found me there. The tears were 
gone and there was only the pain of heart- 
break. I told him what Maggie had done. 
I couldn’t believe it when he turned on me 
angrily. 

“What did you expect?” he cried. “Lock- 
ing that poor kid up with a ghost. ramming 
Cathy down her throat day and night. what 
did you expect? You and your morbid 
grief!” 

“Morbid?” I whispered. 

“Yes, morbid.” Paul ran his hands dis- 
tractedly through his crisp brown hair. 
“Cathy had everything while she lived— 
good home, parents who loved her. Mag- 
gie hasn’t had a crumb of the good things 
of life. All she has ever known is poverty, 
and the evil poverty breeds. In God’s name, 
Doris! What can I say to make you under- 
stand that Maggie needs to be loved and 
wanted—more than anything else? More 
than a course in manners, or clothes .. . 
or even food. Those perfume bottles—they 
were a symbol to her. a symbol of all the 
things she’s never had. Don’t you see why 
she lashed out at them?” He shrugged his 
shoulders wearily and walked away from 
me to the window. “What’s the use,” he 
concluded despairingly. “You've closed 
your mind and your heart to everything 
and everyone, including me.” 

Then he turned and strode toward the 
door. “Where are you going?” I asked 
weakly. 

“To the garage to get some boxes. I’m 
going to pack up all Cathy’s things and 
take them down where they'll do some 


good. Maggie is going to stay here, Doris. 
I’m not taking her back to Eddy street. 
From now on that room belongs to Mag- 
gie; not Cathy. Understand? And... . if 
anything happens to that girl, I'll hold you 
responsible, Doris.” 

From that Saturday on, there was a defi- 
nite breach between Paul and me, just as 
there was an impossible wall between Mag- 
gie and me. Maggie stayed away from the 
house whenever she could, coming in only 
when she knew Paul was home. When I 
demanded to know where she had been, 
she lied smoothly, fixing those dark eyes 
on me. She had been to a girl friend’s 
house. Or, had stayed to help the teacher. 

One afternoon when I was downtown 
shopping, I saw her standing on a street 
corner with three companions who ob- 
viously weren’t any of the high school 
crowd Cathy had known or cared about. 
The two boys were openly smoking, laugh- 
ing and talking loudly. The girl’s face was 
caked with make-up and she wore her 
sweater a size too small. deliberately. Birds 
of a feather, I thought bitterly. A girl 
from Eddy street would choose those com- 
panions. 

When I started to cross the street to 
catch up with Maggie, the signal turned to 
red and by the time it had turned to green 
again, the four of them had disappeared 
in the crowd. I wanted to tell Paul about 
the incident that night, but I was afraid 
he would blame me—just as he had blamed 
me for the perfume bottle episode. When 
I asked Maggie about being out of school, 
she said school had closed early because 
of the football game. 

I should have called the school. But I 
didn’t. Before Cathy died. I had been knee 
deep in P.T.A. work. Now, just driving 
past the buildings brought painful memo- 
ries. 


HEN ONE MORNING Mr. Forbes, the 

principal, phoned me. He wanted me to 
come right down to the school. He wanted 
to talk to me about Maggie Vance. He had 
already cailed Paul and Paul was on his 
way to the school. 

Half an hour later sitting across from 
Mr. Forbes in his office, I knew by his ex- 
pression that Maggie was in real trouble 
this time. Paul flashed me a look that said, 
“Youre responsible for anything that has 
happened, Doris.” 

“T hate to dump this in your laps, so 
soon after your loss.” Mr. Forbes began. 
“T know what a strain you’ve been under— 
taking this poor unfortunate girl into your 
hearts and your home. Believe me, not 
many people would be so kind and gen- 
erous....” 

My eyes fell to the twisted hankie in my 
Jap. I remembered the slap, the scene in 
Cathy’s room. I knew I didn’t merit this 
praise. 

“What has Maggie done?” Paul de 
manded harshly. 

Mr. Forbes told us then that Maggie had 
been cutting classes continually. They had 
spoken to her about it and each time she 
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had promised to mend her ways. The 
school had tried to spare us the additional 
heartache of Maggie’s truancy. 

“She got in with the wrong crowd, right 
from the first day.” Mr. Forbes went on 
‘She seemed to shun the friends 
Bud Foster. Dick 
all trouble 

He’s over 


quietly. * 
your . . . daughter had. 
Swanson . . . that Hartel girl- 
Bud Foster especially. 
passionate boy 


makers. 
eighteen... a 
willful irresponsible.” 

“What about Maggie?” Paul 
again, his voice ragged with fear. 

“Maggie was sick in class this morning. 
We sent her to the school nurse. The nurse 
talked to Maggie a long time Finally, 
Maggie admitted she was pregnant.” 

“Pregnant!” Paul half rose from his 
chair. Then he looked at me. his eyes filled 
with scorn and fury. You could have saved 
Maggie ...if you had loved her and 
wanted her, his eyes seemed to say. 

Mr. Forbes went on, “You gave her 
every chance. Maggie has failed you. I’m 
afraid. Now, there is only one place for 
her. The detention home.” 

My eyes were misty with tears and my 
hankie was a limp ball in my lap. I sat 
there. waiting for Paul to shout out his 
accusations that it was my fault, that I had 
driven Maggie Vance to ruin. 

“I guess you are right,” he a 
amazement. “We theught, my wife and I, 
that our home would be a haven for Mag- 
gie. We thought we could succeed where 
the other foster homes had failed. Well, 
we were wrong. I'll make arrangements 
with the court to have Maggie Vance com- 
mitted to a detention home.” 

“Where is Maggie now?” I asked. 

“She is still in the nurse’s office. I'll 
send for her.” 

I'll never forget the way Maggie looked 
as she came in with the nurse. All the 
fight had gone out of her. No more bold 
looks from her lovely dark eyes. She stared 
in abject misery and shame at the floor. 
Her face was chalk white and glistening 
with recent tears. 

“Is this terrible thing true?” 
gently. 

Maggie raised her head, looked at him, 
then ran to him and flung herself against 
him. “Please . Oh please, don’t send 
me away to that... that place.” she 
begged. “I didn’t know . . . I didn’t mean 
itto happen. Bud said nothing would hap- 
pen... He liked me. He was the 
only one... outside of you... who 
liked me.” 

Paul stroked Maggie’s shining hair and 
there were tears in his eyes. “I don’t want 
to send you away, Maggie. Believe me, I 
don’t. But I can’t ask Mrs. Sheldon to let 
you stay—now.” 

Suddenly, a dam seemed to burst inside 
me. The terrible numbness melted and 
pity and compassion rushed into my heart 
for Maggie Vance—the first tender re- 
sponse I had felt since Cathy’s death. What 
brought the change? I don’t know. Maybe 
it was realizing that Paul loved Maggie 
with the same tenderness with which he 


restless. 


asked 


greed, to my 


Paul asked 


had loved his own daughter. His love, so 
fine and unselfish, even now when Maggie 
was disgraced, made me feel small and 
cheap and unworthy. Then maybe it was 
because Paul hadn’t exposed me to Mr. 
Forbes. He had covered up for me, letting 
Mr. Forbes believe I had welcomed Mag- 
gie. 

“Don’t send me to the detention home,” 
Maggie whispered. her eyes wide with fear. 
“I'd rather die than 

As though an unseen hand were 
me. I crossed the room and turned Mag- 
from Paul’s shoulder. 


go there. 
guiding 


gie’s face away 


“You're not going to any detention home, 
Maggie.” I said thickly. “You're staying 
with us We'll see you through this 
this trouble Mr. Sheldon and I. 
Won’t we. Paul?” 
“Do you realize what you are saying, 
Doris?” Paul asked in a low voice. 
I nodded. “I realize everything. Paul.” 


Maggie whispered. 
any 


“But 'm no good.” 
“Tm not like Cathy ...I’m_ not 
good.” 

I put my arms around her. “I’m the one 
I said softly. “But I want 
another chance, just the way you want it. 
Maybe we'll find it dear.” 

Mr. Forbes cleared his throat and said 
something about being needed in the cafe- 


who isn’t good.” 


toget her, 


teria. The school bell rang loud and clear 
and then there was the rumble of feet. 
“We're going home now.” Paul said, put- 


ting his arm around Maggie and me. “We 
can handle this problem. There’s no 
need for the juvenile court to hear about 
this.” 

“T understand,” Mr. Forbes said. “As 
far as I’m concerned, the affair is forgot- 
ten.” 

It’s the living who need us. In the 
months following, I came to know the 
meaning of those words. After I had 
opened my heart to little Maggie Vance, 
she turned to me in her trouble. needing 
She needed me as Cathy 
not even in her final 


hour. 
had never needed me- 
illness. 

We went to a nearby resort town, Mag- 
Paul came down on weekends 
to visit us. When Maggie’s baby was born, 
a boy, by pre-arrangement, we placed it 
with an authorized agency for adoption. 
Then we returned home. Maggie finally 
went back to Forest Heights high school. 
There were stares and whispers, of course. 
But now, Maggie had the necessary cour- 
age to live it all down because she knew 
she had a family in back of her. 

Maggie had a family all right. About 
the time her own baby was placed for 
adoption, Paul and I started adoption pro- 
ceedings on her to make her our own little 
girl. Oh yes, I had the upstairs 
painted. It’s not pink and white anymore. 
Maggie picked the color scheme. yellow 
and blue. It’s Maggie’s room now! 

And in the night when Paul takes me 
I return his love full and 
strong because through giving love to Mag- 
I found it again for myself a 


THE END 


me every 


gie and I. 


room 


into his arms. 


gie Vance, 
thousand-fold. 
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for energy. 
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mostly waste, not good food! 
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It's Rough Being Handsome 
(Continued from Page 11) 


| left Buddy Johnson early in 1952, Betty 
nger wrote in her Amsterdam News 





Gra 
olumn: 

Memo to Mr. B.: There’s a six-foot 
er, handsome as they come with per- 
ility plus, who is now at liberty in your 
ite domain and boosting the sale of 
ling salts to teenage ‘swooners’ like 


The bobbysoxers literally tore the house 
lown (Apollo Theatre). Backstage, after 
the show was just as hectic . . . with the 
pretty young girls mobbing their new idol 

12utographs and the desire to be near 

e man who is contradicting his first re- 

rding, They All Say [’m the Biggest 

With things like that being written about 

it might seem that his marriage 

be heading for shaky ground. In 

fact, that is the opinion of a lady psychia- 

Dr. Lena Levine. who feels that the 

of a handsome man has a hard way 

“A woman feels more insecure with 

he states. “She realizes he is attrac- 

other women and she’s always jit- 

ibout it. He may be true blue but 

not quite sure and doubts like that 
lurt a marriage.” 

If this is true, then all I can say is that 

fe. Jean must be a very unusual 

She not only keeps a level head 

ich matters. but helps me read and 
er my fan mail. She also keeps in 
lose touch with all my fan clubs. includ- 

one of 100 members in Brooklyn. N. Y.., 

she was born. Jean takes care of 
routine requests for my photographs and 

a few from fans who ask for such 

ial items as a tie or a handkerchief. 
The opinions of several experts were 
luded in an article on the subject of 
dsome men that I came across not so 
The Gallup Poll, for example. 
discovered in one of its nation-wide sur- 
hat good looks was not among the 

ities that several thousand wives ad- 
most in their mates. Nineteen per 

f those interviewed listed faithfulness 

id 18 per cent named kindness; others 
id that they were impressed most by their 
inds’ ability to make money, being a 
father, and having a sense of humor. 


iong ago. 


Handsomeness was not even mentioned. 
Another pollster, Dr. Ernest Dichter, 
f the Institute for Research in Mass 
\lotivation, reported on his interviews with 
veral hundred housewives. He was get- 
eir reactions to radio dramas and 
models used in advertising various 

products 

We found that women preferred just 
erage, nice-looking men rather than very 
indsome ones,” he stated. “The latter 
to evoke a stereotyped image in the 
ile mind of a spoiled, self-centered, 
pampered individual with overtones of 


eakness 


These findings were right in line with 
the observations of Dr. Levine, who says, 
“Of course handsome men attract girls, but 
it’s purely a physical lure. When it comes 
to marriage, that’s another story. Girls 
look for other things.” 

I might say that the same goes for men. 
Most fellows want more than a pretty face 
in a woman, and if he happens to be in 
show business the man knows that fem- 
inine glamour is all too often just a false 
front. He looks for something more solid 
and genuine when he picks his life partner. 


RECALL, when Jean and I were newly- 

weds. she used to get all dressed up and 
glamorous looking when I came home from 
a tour, as if she were trying to compete 
with the women I'd been seeing in the 
audiences all the time I was away. But she 
isn’t the type and when I saw she was 
stepping out of character because she 
thought that was what I wanted, I reminded 
her that I had not married her for glamour 
or for her sophisticated manner. 

I married her because she was different; 
because of her quiet charm and fresh young 
beauty, the kind that does not thrive in 
ginmills. I think she was grateful for that 
because the unfamiliar role was not par- 
ticularly to her liking either. 

My wife realizes that my success as an 
entertainer depends a great deal on main- 
taining my popularity with the public; she 
also knows that “stage door Janes” are just 
as much a part of show business as “stage 
door Johnnies.” It did not take her long 
to learn how to be relaxed about the female 
admirers who crowd around my dressing 
room—as they do with my good friends 
Billy Eckstine. Wynonie Harris, who is also 
my neighbor. and many others you could 
name. Jean says it makes her proud when 
my fans give me that “you great big beau- 
tiful man” stare, as she calls it. 

When I met Jean in 1946, I learned the 
hard way what one expert discovered in a 
survey of two groups of women, one group 
older than the other. Dr. James F. Bender, 
director of the National Institute for Hu- 
man Relations, asked each group to list the 
characteristics they liked best in a hus- 
band. The younger women put handsome- 
ness last on their lists, while the older ones 
did not even mention it. 

The fact that I had made something of 
a name for myself as vocalist with Buddy 
Johnson and that I was featured with the 
band that night at the Savoy Ballroom cer- 
tainly did not impress the pretty, bright- 
eyed girl who arrived at the dance with a 
bunch of her friends from Brooklyn. I had 
never seen her before. even though she was 
a friend of my brother’s wife, Gloria. Wil- 
bur—better known as “Red” to those who 
have heard him and his band—was in the 
army stationed in Germany at the time, 
and Gloria was expecting her first child. 
Being a good friend of Gloria’s Jean de- 
voted her spare time to keeping her from 
getting lonely and helping her around the 
house. 


“T have a message for you,” Jean said, 
after making herself known to me. “Gloria 
wants you to come over and visit her.” 

For some strange reason, I wanted to 
make a hit with this girl, although out- 
wardly, I was very cool about the whole 
thing. I thanked her for delivering the 
message, adding that I hadn’t really been 
neglecting my sister-in-law but had been 
touring with the band. 

“lm going to be the baby’s godmother.” 
Jean told me after we had chatted a while. 

That gave me an idea. “Then I'll be the 
godfather!” I said. 

We danced a few times and I asked her 
to return to the Savoy later in the week so 
I could see her again. When she confessed 
that she was permitted to attend only pri- 
vate dances at the Savoy, I immediately lost 
interest in her. I’d never met a girl quite 
like her before and I guess I asked for her 
phone number and address mainly out of 
curiosity. 

Yet. when I visited my _ sister-in-law 
shortly before the baby arrived, I asked her 
about “Bright Eyes.” The thing about Jean 
I remembered most provided me a perfect 
nickname for her. I called her and we ar- 
ranged a date. I took her to a club and was 
astonished to discover that she didn’t drink 
or smoke. I enjoyed being with her. but | 
was convinced that nothing would ever 
come of our friendship. 

Jean considered all show people too 
rough and wild and I could sense that her 
disapproval included me. I suppose I was 
a lot different from the fellows she was 
accustomed to; on the other hand, she was 
certainly much too unsophisticated for my 
tastes—or so I thought. At any rate, when 
I took her home that night. I said, “Well. 
(‘ll see you around in a few years, Bright 
Eyes. Right now. you’re kinda young.” 

However. in the weeks that followed, I 
found myself constantly thinking about 
her, wondering how she was and remem- 
bering how sweet and lovely she was. 
Finally. one morning I called her long dis- 
tance from Florida. where the band was 
on tour. Hearing her voice again made me 
realize all the more how much I missed her. 
and that was the beginning of our strange 
courtship. After that. I called Jean three 
or four times a week. She was working 
for the American Telephone and Tele- 
graph company then and I’m sure that 
there were many weeks when my telephone 
bill more than paid her salary. 

At last, I proposed to her and asked her 
to grab a plane for Florida so we could 
be married as soon as possible. By this 
time Jean was convinced that I really loved 
her, but she hesitated about taking any 
hasty action. She insisted that she wanted 
to have the wedding take place in Brook- 
lyn, where her family and friends were. | 
tried to persuade her to change her mind, 
but she reminded me that we really didn’t 
know each other too well and that we both 
should be sure we were right for each 
other. 
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Reluctantly, I agreed, although it meant 
delaying our plans. I was on the road with 
the band for almost a year before we got 
back to New York. We saw each other 
often then, trying to make up for all the 
time we had been separated. All too soon 
it was time for me to leave again. but this 
time I was determined not to leave without 
first making my intentions clear. 

Three days before Christmas I went to 
dinner at Jean’s house. I was scheduled 
to leave the next morning, so I slipped the 
ring I had bought on her finger and we 
became engaged. 

As the date for the wedding approached, 
I got awfully jittery. When I learned that 
Jean had sent out 300 invitations to the 
wedding I really got cold feet. I begged 
her to call the whole thing off and elope 
with me instead. She laughed at the idea 
of someone who could face a whole theater 
full of people and yet be scared stiff at the 
prospect of standing in front of a few hun- 
dred people in a church. She had her way, 
of course. 

On June 6, 1948. we were married at 
St. Phillips church in Brooklyn and imme- 
diately after the ceremony we sneaked 
away on a honeymoon to Spartanburg, 
§.C. I proudly introduced my wife to my 
family and we spent a_ wonderful two 
weeks down there. Then we went to Buf- 
falo to visit some of Jean’s folks. 

Despite the way my work keeps me 
away from home long weeks out of every 
year, our marriage couldn’t be happier. 
For the first year we lived with Jean’s 
father in Brooklyn, but on our second an- 
niversary I bought the home in St. Albans, 
where we now live. 

Our daughter Jeanetta makes our home 
complete. She’s a doll and although some 
say she looks like me, I think she resem- 
bles Jean, who is my ideal of feminine 
beauty. 

When you come right down to it. I think 
that whoever said, “Beauty is in the eye 
of the beholder,” had something there. T’ll 
bet there are very few men who don’t feel 
—secretly, perhaps—that they don’t have 
at least one outstanding feature that makes 
them attractive. I don’t pretend to be an 
exception. but I honestly don’t think that 
Iam the “pretty boy” type. Those are the 
ones the experts refer to when they con- 
clude that it’s hell to be handsome. I cer- 
tainly don’t include myself in that group, 
of which Dr. Abraham Stone, former head 
of the American Association of Marriage 
Counselors, says, “a very handsome man is 
more likely to be vain and vanity does not 
contribute to good marital relations.” 

As Jean tells me, “I don’t mind your 
being the center of attraction in a group 
of cooing female fans, darling. Fact is, 
it rather makes me feel I had good taste 
when I said I’d marry you.” 

With a wife like that, a fellow may or 
may not be handsome but he certainly is 


lucky. THE END 


How To Hold A Husband 


(Continued from Page 8) 


to follow. This time he looked around and 
when he saw my lone brown face among 
all the others he nearly passed out. I guess 
that was the only time I saw him at a loss 
for words. 

Because Bill Robinson was a legendary 
figure even while he lived, people who 
knew him and anyone who ever saw him 
perform still talk about him. Bob never 
knew him but has just as much respect for 
him as anyone; he loves to hear anecdotes 
about Bill and has said he would be proud 
to earn the same kind of admiration from 
his friends and the public. 

With all due respect to Uncle Bo, I do 
not feel it is wise for a wife to compare her 
husband with a former mate or any other 
man. People differ and comparisons never 
tell the whole story. In some ways Bob is 
like Bill and in many other ways he is 
different: I would never think of compar- 
ing them. 

Uncle Bo is a part of my life that has 
passed. yet if I had found someone who 
wanted me to forget that part of my life I 
would have been very unhappy. As it is, 
Bob is most understanding and I have to 
love him even more for the way he accepts 
the greatness of Bill Robinson, the famous 
dancer, yet has not allowed it to over- 
shadow his own personality. 


FTER I became a widow I had many 
/% offers to return to show business but I 
turned them down, mainly because I was 
not sure I had the talent to back up the 
reputation of the Robinson name. However, 
after three years I came out of retirement 
to go into the Olsen and Johnson show. 
Then Louis Jordan persuaded me and Ann 
Porter Bailey. wife of the singer. Bob 
Bailey. to form an act and join his show. 

I met Bob. who then played bass in Jor- 
dan’s band, at the Nola Studios on Broad- 
way in March. 1952. Ann knew him and 
introduced us during the rehearsal. Later 
she said that she got the impression that 
Bob liked me. “Maybe so.” “but I don’t 
think I'll ever get married again and cer- 
tainly not to a musician!” I answered. Of 
course, time proved how wrong I was— 
and I’m glad. 

I confess I was lonely. During the time 
I had stayed at home I learned to do things 
by myself. I went to the movies alone and 
saw very few people. Bob, with his pleas- 
ing smile and gracious manner showed me 
how much of life I was missing. I was ac- 
customed to getting into and out of autos 
by myself, but Bob used to dash around to 
open the door for me and tease me when 
I'd forget and not wait for him to play the 
gentleman. 

His invitation to take in some of the 
stage plays on Broadway sounded wonder- 
ful to me and while we were playing the 
Paramount Theater with Jordan. I can’t 
say that either of us had marriage in mind; 
we were too busy having fun going places 
and doing things together. 


After touring the East. the band headed 
for the West Coast and in July we found 
ourselves in San Francisco. We were doing 
one-nighters and theater engagements al- 
most without a letup. Then came the en- 
gagement at the Tiffany Club in Los An- 
geles. The band left by car, but Ann and I 
took a plane. The plane was late in arriv- 
ing and Bob was frantic with worry when 
we finally landed and went to the Watkins 
Hotel. 

That night at work, Bob told me. “I want 
you with me the rest of my life, Elaine. I 
couldn’t go through another night of worry 
like that.” 

I knew he liked me and I had grown 
very fond of him, yet the proposal was 
totally unexpected. Love had quietly but 
definitely come into my life without realiz- 
ing it until Bob slipped a ring on my finger 
and took me into his arms. But since we 
decided to keep our engagement a secret, I 
did not wear the ring until after we were 
married. 

Our bookings brought us East again, 
this time to Atlantic City and into the 
Philadelphia area. Six weeks or so had 
elapsed since Bob proposed to me in L. A. 
We had taken Louis Jordan into our confi- 
dence, and of course, Ann Bailey. 

Finally Bob suggested that we get mar- 
ried right away. so we asked Louis’ advice. 
We told him we didn’t want a lot of fan- 
fare so Louis went over to the neighboring 
township of Wildwood. N. J., where he got 
in touch with the Rev. Wallace Graham, a 
white Methodist Episcopal minister. 

Then, on August 20, Jordan, Ann. Bob 
and I drove to Wildwood for the quiet 
ceremony. 

Eventually, Bob left Jordan’s band to 
form his own unit. The “Hot Toddy’s” are 
now making a name for themselves here in 
the East. Uncle Bo always believed thaf a 
performer’s conduct off stage was more im- 
portant than on stage and Bob feels the 
same way. He constantly reminds his group 
not to become overly friendly with guests 
at the clubs where they work and the fel- 
lows never drink or act rowdy in public. 

Bob is a wonderful husband. Like Uncle 
Bo, he put me on a pedestal, and I’m 
afraid to even think bad thoughts for fear 
he might know it. Where life was a little 
more hectic before, with the phone jan- 
gling constantly, things flow evenly and 
more quietly now. Bob is the quiet type 
and if he disagrees with someone, he never 
argues; I suspect he still gets his way 
most of the time, he just doesn’t make a 
big production out of it. 

We don’t go out a lot, but when we do I 
feel relaxed and at ease. I was so young 
during my first marriage that I just sat 
back; I was learning all the time. People 
used to remark about “the young girl” 
Uncle Bo married and I developed a com- 
plex. I felt that people sort of tolerated 
me because they liked him. But now I 
stand on my own feet as a person and I’m 
not afraid to meet people on their own 
terms. 
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Bob is not opposed to my having a ca- 
reer but he wants only the best for me. 
When his combo was first breaking in I 
wanted to sing with the group but he in- 
sisted that some of the clubs were just not 
the right atmosphere for his wife. On the 
ither hand. he was very proud of me when 
[ appeared on Ed Sullivan’s TV show, 
re | earned the equivalent to two weeks 
ry at the Apollo. I realized even more 
irly after that why Bob is such a per- 
work is con- 


wt 
w he 


tionist where his own 
rned. It takes plenty of hard work to 
ch the top and stay there. 

‘l’ve got to make good,” he tells me. 
People are used to seeing you look nice 
1 I intend for you to stay that way!” 
(nd during our year and a half together 

s proved that he means it. I remember 
we bought a car of our own. I still 
id Uncle Bo’s special license plates, 6-B. 


While I was trying to decide whether to 

t them away in moth balls and apply for 
pla of our own, not wanting to force a 
entimental souvenir on Bob, he himself 


gested that we continue to use them. 
\t the present time we are well on the 
our goal. The “Hot Toddy’s” are 
ng ahead and I am rehearsing a sing- 
ict with my former partner Ann Bailey 
Barbara Velasco. But I’m not worried 
what the future holds for us, nor am 
neerned about my husband’s ability to 
it in the musical field or outside it. 
Last year when his father became il. Bob 
lown his instrument and all the glam- 
that goes with it, donned a pair of 
ralls and went down to Philadelphia 
finished a contracting job his father 
id begun. I was certainly pleased at 
lack of snobbery and gratified to 

know that he has another trade! 
Holding a husband depends not only 
pon catering to the foibles and quirks of 
male, but upon the woman as well. To 
| who is not married, it may seem all 
for her to run around indiscrimi- 
and conduct herself indiscreetly. 
But when a girl gets married it’s a won- 


derful feeling to have your husband get 
¢ but good reports of you. Whenever 
Bob takes me out, perhaps to Small’s Para- 


some ether place. we meet people 
[ don’t know but who know me because of 
Uncle Bo; others are friends who have 
me for years. I'm proud to say that 
can say anything about me that I 

1 not want my husband to hear. 
Not that this is so unusual, but it is 
asy tor a woman—even innocently—to 
1 bad reputation pinned on her. And 
ally, a woman is not really missing 
thing by not spending her time hang- 


ing around bars; her self respect is worth 


than any number of questionable 


mpanions, A man may be led to the altar 
lille his eyes are still blinded by the 
lamour of it all, but having a good repu- 
ition is one of the surest ways for a wife 

Id onto him. 


THE END 


Will Hollywood Let Negroes Make Love? 


(Continued from Page 25) 


“fundamental mora! principles are main- 
tained” in making them. 

The present point at which Hollywood 
has arrived in race relations can best be 
understood, and even appreciated, by a 
glance back to where it began. One of the 
film city’s first efforts, The Masher, made 
in 1907, had what might be loosely termed 
an interracial romance angle. The film 
shows a white lady-killer who, unsuccessful 
in his wooing of anyone else with whom 
he tries to flirt. finally runs into luck with 
a lady wearing a veil who quickly responds 
to his flirtation. However. when the roving 
Don Juan lifts the veil. he discovers the 
lass is colored. According to the thinking 
of that period, this development naturally 
sends the white Romeo fleeing in terror. 

A similar film. The Dark Romance of a 
Tobacco Can, released in 1911, told the 
story of a young man about to lose a for- 
tune unless he could immediately produce 
a wife. Hastily proposing by letter to a 
girl whose name he found in a can of to- 
bacco, the hero later discovered she was a 
colored girl, much to his discomfort. 
Therein lay the entire plot of the play. 

In other words. less than fifty years ago. 
a romance between a white and a Negro 
could be considered, on the screen at least, 
as only the ridiculous result of some sort 
of blind fate. 

This theory became even more ironic in 
slightly later years with the advent of 
Birth of a Nation, So Red the Rose and 
other glowing film tributes to the lost era 
of slavery. which tended to show the Negro 
either as a handkerchief-head servant or a 
bestial threat to white womanhood. The 
irony lies in this fictional picturization and 
the reality that it was the Frenchman’s ro- 
mantic roving into the slavegirl’s chamber 
that launched the fair-skinned mulatto 
breed, while the sex foraging of yankee 
soldiers during the Civil War left the Caro- 
linas and Virginia budding with hundreds 
of light or “near-white” Negroes. 

These historical facts of life. however, 
have been steadily overlooked by the many 
movie-makers who have documented the 
growth of the nation. Only in one instance 
on an American screen has a Hollywood- 
made movie allowed a kiss to pass from 
one color of skin to another. Oddly enough, 
this once in a half-century occurrence was 
in another D. W. Griffith movie. The Great- 
est Thing in Life, made in 1918 during 
World War I. In the film, a dying Negro 
soldier cries for his mother and a white 
comrade-in-arms kisses him as he is taken 
in death. 

It is perhaps notable also in any chron- 
icling of the history of Negroes in movies 
that it was not until 1914 that a Negro ac- 
tually appeared in a movie about Negroes. 
Until the original filming of Uncle Tom’s 
Cabin that year with Sam Lucas playing 
the title role, burnt-corked whites played 
colored roles. 


It was also in 1914 that Hollywood made 
an historic but ill-fated attempt to star a 
Negro in a film, with the famous actor and 
singer Bert Williams heading a cast in 
Darktown Jubilee. The picture was badly 
received by white audiences and even re- 
sulted in a race riot in Brooklyn. 

Not until nearly 20 years later did Hol- 
lywood give a sociological view of one of 
the more startling aspects of Negro life in 
the Universal film /mitation of Life, which 
features talented Fredi Washington in a 
fine, sensitive portrayal. The film dealt 
seriously with the question of the color bar, 
and more specifically with the problem of 
a light-skinned Negro girl who. because 
she resents being treated inferior. makes a 
desperate bid to pass herself off as white. 

With this one exception. there was no 
appreciable change in the Negro’s screen 
status until after World War IT (excluding 
a couple of brief documentary films aimed 
at showing the Negro’s military role in the 
war effort. and to boost morale and racial 
tolerance generally). Then came a deluge 
of notable import: 

James Edwards starred as a heroic and 
sympathetic GI in Home of the Brave; the 
adventures of a Negro family passing as 
white were told in Lost Boundaries; Juano 
Hernandez gave a moving portrayal of Ne- 
gro hopelessness and pride in Intruder in 
the Dust: the viciousness of race riots were 
revealed in No Way Out, in which Sidney 
Poitier played a young doctor; Darryl F. 
Zanuck’s Pinky had white actress Jeanne 
Craine playing a light-skinned colored girl 
in love with a white man, ending with the 
sweethearts scurrying back across their 
respective sides of the cvlor line; Holly- 
wood told the Jackie Robinson Story and 
the Joe Louis Story, biographies of two 
great Negro athletes. 

The U. S. movieland was growing up. 

This new approach to the Negro by Hol- 
lywood lagged, however. behind film-mak- 
ers in Italy. who, not having gotten Ne- 
groes into their movies until after World 
War II, proceeded to show them in 
straightforward roles that surpassed any- 
thing Hollywood has ever done. 

Topping the foreign movies in which a 
Negro’s role has been allowed to run the 
full emotional gamut is Anna’s Sin, pro- 
duced by Italian film actress Anna Vita 
and starring Ben Johnson. a Negro who 
woos and wins Miss Vita’s love. 

In other Italian movies. ex-U. S. Army 
engineer John Kitzmiller portrayed an 
\merican GI sheltered by Italian peasants 
in the dramatic masterpiece To Live in 
Peace, and starred in nine other films. 
Likewise. war-bern Angelo Maggio, nine- 
year-old illegitimate son of an Italian girl 
and a Chicago Negro soldier, was starred 
in a movie named after him and in Angelo 
in the Crowd. 

Matching Italy’s realism and intelligent 
approach is still a challenge to Hollywood. 
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Dearly Beloved 
(Continued from Page 6) 
and did_ not college _ al- 
though her folks wanted to send her. | 
don’t know how to tell her that I am 


unwilling and unable to marry her at 


go to 


the present time because I don’t know 
whether I’ll want to marry her when I 
get older or not. She is a wonderful 
person but I’m just not ready for mar- 
riage now. If you knew of some way | 
could tell her this without breaking 
things off completely between us I'd cer- 
tainly appreciate your letting me know. 
Thanks, much. 

SONNY ANDREWS 
Dear Sonny: 

There is really no tried and true meth- 
od of telling your girl friend of your 
decision not to marry her immediately, 
but I do think it can be done without 
endangering your relationship. Simply 
be frank and honest with her and tell her 
truthfully why you find it impossible at 
the present time to marry her. Encour- 
age her to go to college. Don’t make 
rash promises that you do not intend to 
keep or that might prove uncomfortable 
to either of you. Be factual and tell her 
exactly what a private in the Army re- 
ceives as pay and what you would have 
to live on. Chances are she will make 
the decision for you and decide that its 
better to wait until she is really sure. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I have been in jail twice and the girl 
| want to marry thinks I’m a respectable 
man who wouldn’t do anything punish- 
able by a jail sentence. I am that kind 
of man now but | wasn’t when | was 
younger and consequently have a police 
record. I know I should tell my fiance 
this before | marry her and yet I’m 
afraid she won't want me then. Should 
I really tell her the truth or is it unneces- 
sary ? 

JOHN K. 
Dear John: 

It is best to tell your fiancee about 
your past mistakes before you marry 
her. It would not be fair to her if you 
waited until you were married before 
you told her. 
ff you are a respectable man now and 
have definitely decided to lead a clean 
life your fiancee will forget and forgive 
you for your unhappy past. It is up to 


However I am sure that 


you to prove that she is right in having 
faith in you by keeping that faith 
throughout your life. 
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MARCEL IRON 
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—Best Quality 

ORDER BY MAIL...STATE SHADE: BLACK—OFF BLACK—BROWN... MIXED GREY 
$2.50 Extra. Write your name and address and Name of Hair Style 
will send C.O.D. and you pay Postman amount of order plus a ¢ or send Money 
with order and Company pays Postage. State month of Birth to get Ring free of extra charge. 
MADAM JONES COMPANY, 2451 S. Michigan Ave., Dept. T-325 Chicago 16, illinois 
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to learn and use Secrets of 
Sex Appeal so powerful that even bad women can keep 
good men while good girls go without 


HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 


contains the very essence of confidential advice that a 
great Love and Marriage Expert has given to thousands 
of women—all reduced to a simple set of rules—an easy 
formula that you can learn to use to WIN YOUR MAN. 
10-DAY TRIAL—Just send your name and address today 
and on delivery deposit only $2 plus postage with your 
postman. (Or send $2 with order to save C.O0.D. and post- 
age.) Use for 10 days. I positively GUARANTEE that 
you will be more than delighted or your money back 
promptly and no questions asked. Order At Once. 

LARCH, 118 East 28 St., Dept.416-a, New York 16 
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Hair Dressing, Perfumes, Sachet Powders and Incense. 
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Comb Away 


LATEST FASHION... ° 
Gray Hair 


Pearl Evening bag 


Available in Three Beautiful Colors 
WHITE, PINK and BLUE 
WONDERFUL GIFT ITEM 





You don’t need to tolerate gray, faded, burnt 
hair any longer. Newly improved JET BLACK 
COLORING POMADE does the trick with your 
comb and brush. Apply it as you would any 
Gloss Pomade then brush and comb away gray, 
bring new highlights and sheen. Makes the hair 
look livelier, gleams. Makes you look younger. 
It’s easy, so simple, a child can do it. It’s as easy 
as one, two, three. You can’t lose. Try it. Every 
cent back if you are not delighted. SEND NO 
MONEY NOW. On delivery pay only $1.50 plus 
postage. Just try it. It will wash out but will not 
rub off. Pretty up. Have lovely looking hair the 
easy quick way. WRITE FOR IT NOW TO 


PpYeeeccecoevoeoasoee@oesusecoaeeress 





ENVELOPE STYLE 
Actual Size 6” x 3!/2” 
Satin Lined - Rhinestone Trimmed 


ACT NOW 
only $2.50 tax included 
Send Cash or Money Order to 
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With Each Order of 4 or More 
{ RECORD (our choice) 
{ PHOTO of a Leading Artist 





LATEST RELEASES AND RECORDS 

MAMBO BABY—Ruth Brown............. .89 
SOMEDAY—Drifters .......-..ceeeeeoees -89 
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Louis Jordan .89 


LOVE ME—Fats Domino................- .89 
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SUFFERIN’ MIND—Guitar Slim.......... .89 
KISS ME—Marvin & Johnny............. .89 
DON’T DROP {T—Wilbert Harrison....... .89 
i'M READY—Muddy Waters.............. .89 
EARTH ANGEL—Penguins .............. .89 
OH WHAT A DREAM—Ruth Brown....... .89 
ANNIE’S GOT A BABY—Midnighters..... .89 
MAMBOSTIC—Earl Bostic ............... -89 


NEVER LET ME GO—Johnny Ace........ .89 


TICK TOCK—Marvin & Johnny........... .89 
MARRIED WOMAN—Joe Turner.......... .89 
PACK YOUR SUITCASE—Fats Domino.... .89 
GOD ONLY KNOWS—Capris............. .89 
VICIOUS VICIOUS VODKA—Amos Milburn .89 
COMIN’ OVER—Shirley & Lee............ .89 
MM MM BABY—Spiders................. .89 
CHANGED MY MIND—Chuck Willis...... .89 
MAMA TOOK THE BABY—Lena Gordon... .89 


OOP SHOOP—Shirley Gunter............. .89 
DON’T YOU KNOW BABY—Ray Charles... .89 
SICK FEELING BLUES 
—Lightning Hopkins .89 
ELIZABETH—Thirillers .....sccccccccoses -89 
LET’S MAKE UP—Spaniels.............. -89 
You Better Watch Yourself—Little Walter.. .89 
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e Adams .89 


WHEN MY HEART BEATS Like A HAMMER 


B. King .89 
EVERYBODY’S BLUES—John | at Hooker .89 
EBBTIDE—Roy Hamilton ................ .89 


WHEN THE LIGHTS GO OUT 
—Jimmy Witherspoon .89 


| GOT MY EYES ON YOU—Clovers....... 89 
WORK WITH ME ANNIE—Midnighters.... .89 
JUST MAKE LOVE TO ME—Muddy Waters .89 
PLEASE FORGIVE ME—Johnny Ace...... .89 
HONEY LOVE—Drifters ................. -89 


EVERYTHING I DO IS WRONG 
—B. B. King .89 
WHERE DID YOU STAY—Fats Domino... .89 


SEXY WAYS—Midnighters .............. .89 
CONFESSIN’—Shirley & Lee............. .89 
SHAKE, RATTLE AND ROLL—Joe Turner .89 
OH BABY—Little Walter................. .89 
I'VE GOT A FEELING—RBig Maybelle..... .89 
ONE MORE CHANCE—Chuck Willis...... .89 
THE WOMAN I LOVE—B. B. King........ .89 
CRY SOME MORE—Five Royales......... -89 
YOU DONE ME WRONG—Fats Domino.... .89 
PRAYIN’ TO THE LORD—B. B. King........... .89 


I'M YOUR HOOCHIE COOCHIE MAN 


—Muddy Waters .89 
THE THINGS ft USED TO DO—Guitar Slim.... .89 

















YOU'RE SO FINE—Little Walter....... 89 
SOMETHING’S WRONG—Fats Domin -89 
THE PROPOSAL—Shirley & Lee................ .89 
SHAKE A her Adams oieieraea ae 
YOU'RE STILL MY BABY—C huck Willis. rs 
SAVING MY LOVE FOR YOU—Johnny Ace..... .89 
MAD LOVE—Muddy Waters.................... -89 
THE CLOCK—Johnny Ace .......... cveren tne 
BLUES WITH A FEELING—Little W alter 89 
PLEASE DON’T LEAVE —Fats Domino. 89 
> SPIRIT 

| FEEL THE SPIRIT—Prof. A. Bradford 
iT MUST BE JESUS—Southern Tones. 
HE LIFTED ME—Prof. A. Bradford Becee 
PRAYER WHEEL—Dixie Humming Birds. . 
GOIN’ ON WITH JE Nightingales oa 
TOO CLOSE TO HEAVEN—Prof. A. Bradtord.... .89 
LORD LORD “bi rof. Alex Bradford. . 89 
MARCHING TO Z10 a et Ee -89 
iF IT WASN’T FOR He ORD 

: A. Gospel Singers .89 
OH LORD HOW LONG—Ward Singers........... -89 
THE BALL GAME-—-Sis. Jessie Mae Renfro....... .89 
LONG AS JESUS LIVES—Swanee Quintet....... .89 
LET’S GO TO THE PROGRAM 

—Dixie emaing Birds .89 

SIT DOWN SERVANT—Swanee Quinte -89 
WALK IN THE LIGHT—Swanee Guintet. : 189 
WONDER WILL I EVER REST—Mahalia Jackson .89 
WHEN | LOST MY MOTHER—Blind Boys.... -89 
SURELY SURELY AMEN—Spirit of Me mphis.... .89 
ONE-TWO-THREE—Chosen Gospel Singers...... .89 
STAND BY ME—Davis Sisters......... oo ae 
FOOTPRINTS OF JESUS Davis NGS < f46s ede .89 
HOW MANY TIMES—Ward Singers. ; ee 
ONE WAY STREET—Clara Ward... re 
| THANK THE LORD— Nightingales. ‘: palres 
EAK IN THE BUILDING—RBells of Joy : 
MY ROCK—Swan Silvertones. Vedbe'8 69 66-6 cceseetee 
| WAS PRAYING—Five Blind Boys 
IN THE UPPER ROOM—Mahalia Jackson. 
COME IN THE ROOM—The Martin Singers 
WORLD PRAYER—Five Blind Boys..... ery 
LET’S TALK ABOUT JESUS—Beills of Joy...... -89 
OLD SHIP OF ZION—Five Blind Boys........... -89 
OUR FATHER—Five Blind Boys........ . oo. 
St RELY GOv 1S ABLE—Ward Singers.... . B89 
JESUS GAVE ME WATER —Soul Stirrers........ .89 
MILKY WHITE Fee ars apeneens... cadens sovaets -89 
WHEN HE SPOKE—Ward Singers. septa eene ae 
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On The Records 
(Continued from Page 16) 


version with Dizzy introing the side with a 
sharp, muted solo. 

Dizzy shines tremendously all through 
the second of his two Norgran albums. Ex- 
ecuting adroitly on his horn and scaling 
the gamut from swinging up-tempo stuff to 
relaxed ballad offerings. he stands out ma- 
jestically in a setting which. besides Getz, 
is loaded with superb musical talent. Pia- 
nist Oscar Peterson. bassist Ray Brown, 
guitarist Herb Ellis and drummer Max 
Roach are in the cast. 

Gillespie. as the Norgran will 
show, is one of the few bop musicians capa- 
ble enough to hold his own in any situa- 
tion. He can play anything from Dixieland 
to bop, having been trained in every idiom. 
He has played with all sorts of bands. 

Born in Cheraw. South Carolina some 37 
years ago. John Birks Gillespie started 
playing with a 10-piece band while still a 
youngster. He made his first records in 
March 1937 with Teddy Hill's band in New 


sides 


York. Over his career, he has played for 
some of the best known maestros in the 
band trade. including Duke Ellington, Cab 
Calloway. Earl Hines, Benny Carter and 
Coleman Hawkins. 

Dizzy’s career is significant because it 
spans the history of bop. He was in on the 
movement from the very start but did not 
alone originate, develop or popularize it as 
he is sometimes credited. However. accord- 
ing to hep observers, Dizzy typifies the 
typical bop musician. His dress, lingo and 
mannerisms have become marks of identi- 
fication for the majority of jazzmen who 
play the progressive style of music. 

The future for Dizzy looks promising. 
Impressive on his recent recordings, he has 
moved Jazz at the Philharmonic Promoter 
Norman Granz to consider sponsoring him 
in a big band like he had during the hey- 
day of bop. As a feeler for the project, 
Granz announces that he will record and 
release Dizzy in a series of big band sides 
to see what the public reaction to such a 
casting will be. “Then,” the promoter says, 
“if we get any reaction, we’ll go on with a 
Granz-sponsored road tour.” 





Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 20) 


throat ailment. But chances go round and 
Tiny Irwin is still hoping she can get that 
chance again. 

New Yorkers were given the chance re- 
cently to preview the talents of a star not 
too well known in these parts. She comes 
to us direct from the continent and is 
known only as Lucretia. Her piano-sing- 
ing-whistling performance fractured the 
very staid and social audience in more 
ways than one. 

Errol Garner. 
sort of record in the attendance depart- 
ment in clubs in San Francisco. Los An- 
geles, Chicago and Detroit. expected to 
join Woody Herman for a number of nite 
club bookings together. The jazzy pair 
appeared at New York’s Basin Street and 
brought more customers than any other at- 
traction since the opening of the famous 
bistro. In addition, Herman and Garner 
may cut some sides together. 

Lionel Hampton’s agent comes up with 
some of the craziest ideas, and without 
even working overtime at it. Here’s his 
latest scribbling to members of the press, 
“You are cordially invited to attend the 
landing of “Mr. Flying Home” himself, 
Lionel Hampton. at the bomb-proof Basin 
St. night club. Hampton will waft his way 
into Basin Street courtesy his own hurri- 
cane. And that’s about the way it was. 

George Shearing. known for his cool 
bop, is also a skilled classical musican. He 
will appear with the Rochester and Pitts- 
burgh symphonies this season. 

The great Lady Day (Billie Holiday) 
confiding in friends that this her last 
year in show business. 

Harlemites hardly back to normal yet 
since the surprise guest appearance of Ava 
Gardner on the Apollo stage. 


who’s been setting some 


Love Life Of A Midget 


(Continued from Page 33) 


from a trip. I stop by the Red Rooster 
for a drink, go to the house, set my 
bags down and turn on the phonograph. 
Then I select a stack of records—the al- 
ways beautiful Manhattan Towers first of 
all—switch off the lights and just listen to 
the music. 


GIVE MANY SMALL, intimate parties 

and enjoy spinning a few records from 
my large collection for friends who drop 
by. The girls I date are invariably the pe- 
tite type, slender and from four and a half 
to five feet tall, and I admit that beauty 
and charm are the main qualities I look 
for in a woman, whether she is a casual 
date or one in whom I am seriously in- 
terested. 

This description fits a certain little Miss 
in Detroit; a girl I admire an awful lot. 
there is such a thing as lightning striking 
twice in the same place, if I ever fall in 
love again, she’s the one who'll set off the 
spark. For in spite of anything I’ve said to 
the contrary, there are times when I find 
myself thinking about settling down. When- 
ever I attend a wedding or get around mar- 
ried couples and see the affection and com- 
panionship they share, I get a bit emo- 
tional. At times like that I think maybe a 
little ivy-covered cottage is not such a bad 
deal after all. 

But upon further reflection, the old 
doubts return and I realize that if such a 
thing does happen it won’t be for a long, 
long time. Right now, there’s no room in 
my life for serious romance and marriage. 
I’m too little. too old, too fat, too selfish 
and too poor. Yes, and a little too late. Ro- 
mance in Dee’s little life is one big farce. 
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My Greatest Thrill 


(Continued from Page 21) 


all established topnotchers. Maybe we were 
supposed to be filler material but we didn’t 
look at it that way. When our turn came, 
we gave it all we had. I blew my sax 
standing on one leg, lying down, dancing. 
We really put on a show. And the house 
came down. Gene Norman was amazed. 
We weren't exactly amazed. We had gotten 
sort of used to uproarious reaction created 
by the kind of rhythm we put down. But 
it was a thrill. We expected that thrill to 
fade fast though . . . the way it did after 
the Wrigley Field stand. But this time the 
glow lingered. The bookings began to come 
through. Good ones. The McNeelys were 
in show business to stay. 

And just to add a special emphasis to 
the real turning point in my career, I re- 
appeared on the Rhythm and Blues review 
the next year. Not as a bit combo at $50— 
but as one of the headliners at $1000! 
What a difference a year can make! 





Medical Science Solves 


Murders 
(Continued from Page 50) 


When witnesses were questioned it was 
found that no one had really seen a blow 
delivered. All the boy had done was to 
draw back his fist as if to strike. 

The experiences of a pathologist would 
supply an author of mystery stories with 
enough plots to last him a lifetime. For 
instance take the story of a man who got 
tired of his wife and openly began an 
affair with a younger and prettier girl. 
His wife made life pretty miserable for 
him. He decided to get rid of her and con- 
cocted a murder plot with a pal. One night 
he agreed to take her to a party at a 
friend’s house. At the party he was in 
good spirits and his wife was pleased. On 
their way home his car developed engine 
trouble. When he stopped to find what the 
trouble was, there was a man standing 
nearby (his pal, there by arrangement) 
who kindly offered to help. They drove to 
a nearby vacant lot and stopped the car. 
After the men tinkered with it for a while 
they called over the wife to see what the 
trouble was. While bending over the en- 
gine the husband struck her on the head. 
They buried her in a pit. At home he 
displayed a bogus letter ostensibly from 
his wife in which she confessed eloping 
with a previous husband. Everything went 
smoothly for about six months when work- 
men discovered the body. It was decom- 
posed beyond recognition. Suspicion arose 
that it was the man’s wife but she could 
not be identified. Nevertheless, the path- 
ologist did an autopsy. About the only 
thing recognizable were a few seeds where 
the stomach should be. These were iden- 
tified as olive pits, raisin seeds, apple 
seeds, and orange seeds. When the police 
asked the friends who entertained the cou- 
ple what they served the night of the party, 
the reply was enough for them to arrest the 
two men who confessed the murder. 
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CREAM HAIR STRAIGHTENER 


For yourself or for you men to use as wonderful 
gifts! Richly beautiful, full-fashioned Eartha Kitt 
Nylons at a savings of 90c per pair! Get as many 
pairs as you wish by simply using coupon below 
and enclosing a Perma-Strate Cream Hair Straight- 
ener Box Top and only 75c for each pair. Eartha 
Kitt Nylons have been certified a $1.65 value by a 
leading United States testing company. And, re- 
member, when you use Perma-Strate you use the 
finest . . . the cream hair straightener that’s rec- 
ommended by Sarah Vaughan, Sammy Davis, Jr. 
and other great stars. Try amazing Perma-Strate 
now and save over half on Eartha Kitt Nylons at 
the same time! 


NYLON HOSE 


AMAZING PERMA-STRATE SPECIAL! 








65 VALUE! 
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Box vi 






At druggists 


$2 


plus tax 


If your druggist can't 
supply, write Perma- 
Strate, 271 Vance, Mem- 
phis, Tenn. 





Please send me_____pairs of $1.65 Eartha Kitt 


USE ordered | enclose only 75c and a box top from Perma-Strate Hair 


Straightener. 
THIS Size (8!/, 9, 9/2, 10, 10!A, 11) Shade “Red Fox" (Dark Brown) [19 
“Rhapsody” (Light Brown) 





PERMA-STRATE CO., P. O. Box No. 376, New York 46, N. Y. 


Nylon Hose. For each pair 
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Offer may be withdrawn at any time without notice. 
) WANTED ; JOBS THAT PAY $1,500 MONTHLY 
Te Be Set To Music ) Thousands jobs open. S. America, Europe, 
a ) Africa, USA, etc. Fare paid when hired. 
& bsg one or more of your best poems § Application forms available. All trades, 
‘7 oem fr details an information Send 7 Labor, Drivers, Clerical, Engineers, etc. 
* in Ph hR 4 ; No employment fees! Free information. 
* FIVE STAR MUSIC sic MASTERS ’ Write Dept. 76H, National Employment 
*% 228 Beacon Bidg. Boston 8, Mass. Inform. Serv., 1020 Broad, Newark, N. J. 
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PRETTY 





VARKY 


much beauty and too- 


conquests 


of men 


ied Babs for a love 


iage, but she learned 


sson from tragedy and 


up 


in 


the 


meantime. 





Hank reached over and caught my wrist. He yanked me back into the car and gave me 
a rough shaking. “Now you are acting like a spoiled brat,” he said fiercely. 


“er {HE PRETTIEST girl in school!” 
How many times I’ve heard that 
phrase, spoken about me! Lucky? Yes, I 
guess I am, to have such outstanding 
beauty. But don’t envy the beauty queens. 
Sometimes too much attractiveness can be 
a handicap. It’s so easy to slide by on 
your looks alone without developing brains 
and character to back them up. And, too, 
it’s easy to let the power of so much appeal 
to men go to your head. Then, I guess, it 
takes a real tragedy to make you grow up. 
I remember how hopping mad I got that 
day Hank told me I was too young and 


spoiled for marriage. Now, I have to ad- 
mit he was pretty much right. 

Golly, that was an awful day! Hank 
came into the drug store at quitting time 
to pick me up. I remember I dropped a 
pineapple sundae ka-plop, right on the 
floor when I saw him. That’s what the big 
lug did to me. 

Across the counter, Eddie Williams 
glanced toward the door, then back at me. 
His fat, damp lips twisted in a _ bitter 
“Well, here comes New Mexico's 
gift to womanhood!” 

I guess you can’t blame Eddie for feel- 


smile. 
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ing sour on Hank. Eddie had been in love 
with me hopelessly for years and I 
wouldn’t even give him a date. 

Hank came over to the soda fountain 
where I was working. “Afternoon, Babs,” 
he smiled in his slow, drawly way. “Mr. 
Jenkins said you were spending the night 
on the ranch and I was to bring you out 
in the station wagon.” 

“Be right with you, Hank,” I gulped. My 
fingers got all tangled, trying to undo my 
apron and my knees felt limp. I sure had 
it bad. 

Eddie and Hank exchanged cool greet- 
ings. There was no love lost between 
them. Eddie resented Hank because I'd so 
obviously fallen in love with the tall cow 
puncher. Hank didn’t like Eddie, because 
like everyone else, he thought Eddie was 
a wild kid and a menace to the town with 
his reckless driving. 

I finally got my apron off, ducked a 
glance into the mirror to be sure of my 
lipstick, then tucked my hand in Hank’s 
arm, feeling a thrill run through my body 


the fire. He brushed himself off and moved 
back into the shadows, alone. 

Somehow, I pried myself loose from the 
mob and slipped over to him. “Hi, mister,” 
I greeted. “Why’re you bein’ so anti-social? 
We got room by the fire.” 

His lean, handsome face broke into a 
friendly grin that had my heart turning 
cart wheels. “Thank you.” he answered. 
“’'m not in the party, though. I work 
here.” Then he added with just a hint of 
irony in his voice, “Anyway, looks like you 
got enough boy friends for one evening 
already.” And he walked away. 

It was a challenge. I wasn’t used to boys 
giving me the brush-off that way. I made 
up my mind that before that week-end 
party was over, he'd ask me for a date. 

Sure enough, after trotting out a few 
feminine tricks that I knew by heart, Hank 
Evans had melted by Sunday afternoon. 
Something else happened that I hadn't 
planned on though—I melted too! The 
first time he kissed me I knew I was really 
and truly in love for the first time in my 


when nothing else had been available. He 
said in a couple more years he'd have the 
money for his own ranch. 

“Hank.” I thought now, as he kissed me. 
“Tll make you a good wife. I'll learn how 
to cook and I'll work hard on your 
ranch—” 

I was brought back to reality by his 
strong arms pushing me roughly away. W: 
were both trembling and breathing as it 
we'd run hard. I realized how close we'd 
been to complete surrender to our emo- 
tions. I was grateful that Hank had been 
strong enough to call a halt. 

“Babs.” he whispered shakily. 

“Oh, Hank!” I caught his hand and 
held it tightly. “I love you so much!” 


T WASN'T very lady-like for me to be 

the aggressor. but I'd decided that I'd 
have to do the proposing if we were ever 
going to get married. 

“Let’s hurry up and get married right 
away. I burst out eagerly. “You can still 
buy your ranch. I’ve got the job at the 
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at his touch. 

Hank. Evans worked for Mr. Jenkins 
like I did. Only I worked in Mr. Jenkins’ 
drug store in town after school and Hank 
worked out on Mr. Jenkins’ ranch. He’d 
been around these parts for six months, 
ever since he got out of the service. I'd 
known him for two months and had been 
in love with him exactly that long. 

We didn’t speak for a few minutes as 
Hank drove out of town. I glanced up at 
the peaks of the Rockies that guarded the 
cool valley through which we drove, and 
the pines that pointed proudly up at the 
blue sky. The sun was just dropping be- 
hind the western rim of mountains. 

“This is the prettiest part of New Mex- 
ico.” I said with a contented sigh. 

Hank agreed with me. He glanced across 
the valley at a tiny ranch house nestled 
under a grove of cottonwood trees and | 
could see a wistful, hungry look enter his 
eyes. A surge of tender emotion put a 
great big lump in my throat and [I slid 
close to him. “Hank,” I whispered. 

I wasn’t subtle about the open invitation 
in my eyes. He stopped the station wagon 
abruptly and his strong arms swept me up 
to him. With a broken moan his lips 
crushed down on mine and I felt a wild 
thrill. 

Hank, darling, I thought deliriously, 
hold me like this forever. Don’t let’s ever 
come back to earth. 

I'd met Hank two months before, at a 
barbeque on the Jenkins ranch. As usual, 
there was a string of fellows crowded 
around my feet as we sang and toasted 
marshmallows around the fire. Then I 
noticed a tall, lanky, serious faced young 
man, older than most of us, bring an 
armful of mesquite wood and throw it on 


life. 

But, Hank was different from the other 
guys. Every last one of the others had 
fallen in love with me after a few dates 
and either begged me to marry them or 
make violent love and I had to drop them. 
Hank wanted to kiss me too, but I always 
felt a restraint in him. as if he were fight- 
ing a tough battle inside to keep the brakes 
on, 

After our first date, I hadn’t seen him 
for weeks. Then he came around again 
and asked if I’d see a movie with him. 
After that my Saturday nights were reg- 
ularly Hank’s nights. 

Gradually. I pieced together the story 
of Hank’s life. He wasn’t much of a 
talker. I had to pry it out a bit at a 
time. I found that he was twenty-four, six 
months out of the Navy, and saving money 
to buy himself a ranch. 

The ranch was an obsession with Hank. 
The need for owning his own place had 
been instilled in Hank by his father. 
Hank’s Dad had married a beautiful girl 
much younger than himself. She had borne 
him four sons, then ran off with another 
man. It was a struggle for Hank’s Dad to 
raise his motherless children. He’d worn 
his life out, working other men’s crops 
and cattle and he’d died young. never own- 
ing the place he’d dreamed of all his life. 

“The last thing Dad told me before he 
died.” Hank had once said. “was to save 
my money and get my own place while I 
was young or I'd regret it all my life.” 
That was Hank’s biggest ambition, to own 
his own ranch. 

I loved Hank for being so in earnest. He 
wasn’t too proud to do any kind of work 
that came along. mending fences, ranch 
work, even washing dishes in restaurants 


fountain after school. [ll quit school and 
work all day until we have enough money 
saved—” My voice trailed as I saw the 
pale. stiff look on his face. 

He shook his head and gripped the 
steering wheel. “Stop talking crazy, Babs. 
You’re just a child. You have no business 
talking about marriage. And I’ve got no 
business seeing you this way. We'll have 
to stop it.” He dug a shaking finger into 
his hair. “I should have quit seeing you 
long ago. but you’re like the mescal the 
peons made out of cactus. getting into a 
man’s blood and driving him out of his 
mind.” 

Tears of shame suddenly stung my eyes. 
I had flung myself at him this way—asked 
him to marry me! I covered my hot cheeks 
with my palms. “You don’t love me,” I 
whispered. mortified. “Boy. did I ever 
make a prize fool out of myself!” 

“Babs.” he said gently. “what I feel 
about you doesn’t have anything to do with 
it. You’re too young, only eighteen, a 
senior in High School. And—” He drew a 
breath, “you're too pretty.” 

I gasped, completely floored. “Too—too 
pretty.” I repeated incredulously. “Well. 
that’s a switch! I’m probably the first girl 
in history to get scorned for that short- 
coming!” I stared at him. my eyes blazing. 

He sighed. “Don’t you see, Babs; right 
now you're young enough to enjoy makin’ 
conquests. You're the prettiest girl in 
Lyndale. Everybody knows that.” He lit 
a cigarette and the flame played over the 
lean, weary lines of his face in the gather- 
ing dusk. “Every where you go there’s a 
crowd of boys at your heels. You're a real 
queen and you ought to enjoy it while 
you're young.” 

“But,” I answered tearfully, “even a 
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girl ean fall in love.” I touched his 
id. “Tell me the truth, Hank. Do you 
le or not?” 
shook his head. stubbornly refusing 
e me an answer. “I tell you you’re 
vung and spoiled to be talking about 
You’re infatuated with me. Babs, 
all.” Fiercely, he jabbed the cigar- 
nto the dash tray and started the 
“If we got married you'd be tired 
six months and looking for some- 
to flirt with.” 
Well!” I said through my teeth. “I’m 
hear what you think of me!” I 
| my arms in a huff and sat way over 
side. The rest of the way out to the 
we didn’t speak a word. 
[ was doubly mad because a lot of 
Hank said was true. I was spoiled 
vung for my age and I'll admit I 
thrill out of making conquests. It’s 
ot to be a flirt and coquette when 
keep telling you over and over how 
“The prettiest girl in 
lale.” Bitterly, I wished I’d been born 
ainy type, instead! 
and Dad spoiled me terribly. too. 
see, they were really my aunt and 
rhey were a childless couple. well 
n years when they adopted me after 
11 mother and father were killed in 
act ident. 


ful you are. 


both adored me. They were so 
| they’d fall short of being good par- 
iat they leaned over backward to 
ind shield me. I guess because of 
protectiveness I was pretty dumb 
life at eighteen. 
| loved them, though. every bit as much 
[ ever could have loved my own parents. 
rl had always been Mom and Dad to 


they weren’t the only ones who 

me. The boys in school and the 

rs did, too. Everyone made over 
id every year I was elected the “most 
itiful” girl in our class. 

Golly, all this sounds terribly conceited, 
it? And I’m just trying to state 
Instead of brains I was born with 

ooth, light complexion. soft hair. large 

eyes and a petite figure. But right 
[ was thinking “so what?” Maybe if 
ld d more brains than good looks, Hank 
be proposing instead of running 

om me. 

When we reached the Jenkins ranch I 
nly think about how my pride was 
Well.” I said, “if I'm such a cheap 

| might as well live up to my reputa- 
| opened the stationwagon door. 

‘ll start tomorrow by giving Eddie Wil- 
1 date. He’s always hanging around 
or one, 

H reached over and caught my wrist. 
iked me back into the car and gave 
ugh shaking. “Now you are acting 


spoiled brat,” he said fiercely. “If 

yut with a guy like Eddie Williams 

spite me, you really deserve a 
nking.” Then his voice gentled. “Don’t 
ng something you'll regret, Babs. 

Ha un with guys your age; enjoy bein’ 


young and pretty. In a couple of years, when 
you grow up. if you still like me. I'll be 
around. There'll be plenty of time to talk 
about love then. Two years isn’t long for 
us to wait.” 

What he said made a lot of sense, but I 
was too angry to be reasonable. “In a 
couple of years.” I fired back as I left the 
car. “I'll probably be celebrating my sec- 
ond wedding anniversary. Maybe with Ed- 
die Williams!” 

JI knew why Eddie Williams’ name got 
Hank’s goat. A few weeks ago. Eddie had 
roared down a side road in his car, drunk, 
and killed some of the Jenkins ranch stock. 
He was forever getting in some kind of 
escapade. so he wasn’t very well liked in 
town. I didn’t particularly like him my- 
self because he was such a spoiled mama’s 
boy. But I knew I couldn’t have picked a 
better person with whom to rile Hank 
Evans. I felt a thrill of triumph, sure that 
my parting dig had made Hank jealous. 

I spent the evening helping my friend. 
Marge Jenkins. with her home work. When 
we went to bed. I looked through my 
window at the moon shining through the 
pines. I could see the corral in the moon- 
light and the “"dobe bunkhouse where Hank 
was sleeping with the other hands. Big 
tears rolled down my cheeks and soaked 
my pillow. I wasn’t angry any more. I 
hugged the other pillow and pretended it 
was Hank and I cried myself to sleep. 

The next day I did some heavy thinking. 
It must be. I thought that the memory of 
the way his mother had deserted his father 
had left Hank with a suspicion of women. 
especially young. pretty girls. He was 
afraid of the same thing happening to 
him. Yet. I felt sure that he cared for me. 
Nobody could kiss the way he did and not 
mean it. 

I could have done what Hank asked, 
gone on and graduated from high school 
and let a couple of years pass until he was 
convinced that I was grown up and certain 
of my love. But two years is an awful long 
time to a young girl in love. Especially to 
a girl who’s used to having her way in 
things. 

I wanted to hurt Hank because of my 
own wounded pride and I wanted him to 
come begging me to marry him right 
away. The next afternoon when I was 
working behind the soda fountain after 
school. Eddie Williams came in and I 
suddenly thought, “Here’s the answer to 
my problem!” 

I mixed up a frosted coke for Eddie and 
he sipped it moodily. “You and Hank 
Evans have a good time last night?” he 
wanted to know. 

I tossed my head. “I gave Hank Evans 
the air.” I snapped. “He’s an old dud.” 

A sudden light of hope flickered in Ed- 
die’s eyes, then died. “I don’t guess it really 
makes any difference,” he sighed. slumping 
over his soda. “You still won’t give me 
a date.” 

I stopped wiping a glass and pursed my 
lips. “Oh. I don’t know. Why don’t you 
ask me?” 


He almost came crawling across the 
counter. “Golly, Babs. You mean you 
really would? You’re not kidding?” 

“Come by tonight at eight and see,” | 
invited. And I thought. that for you, Hani: 
Evans! 

When Moms found out who I had a date 
with she was worried. Like the other folk~ 
in town she didn’t think too much of Ed- 
die’s reputation. He wasn’t overly bright 
and his mother had spoiled him dread- 
fully. 

“Relax. Moms.” I said. kissing her 
lightly. “I can take care of myself. There’s 
the front door now. Bye—” 

Eddie was waiting with a corsage. It 
must have set him back at least fifteen 
bucks. Excitedly, I pinned it on, then 
walked down to Eddie’s gleaming yellow 
convertible. This date wasn’t going to be 
so bad after all. I couldn’t suppress a 
deep feeling of delight in the power my 
good looks gave me. Plenty of girls in 
town would give their right arms for an 
orchid corsage and a date in a big, flashy 
car like this. 

3ut then my heart gave a twinge, re- 
minding me how much more I'd enjoy the 
evening if I were going with Hank in his 
battered station wagon. 

Eddie pulled away from the curb, chat- 
ting nervously. Poor guy. I guess it was a 
big evening for him. He’d been trying to 
get a date with me for years. 

We drove to the most expensive restau- 
rant in town. then to a ritzy dance spot 
on the turnpike. Eddie seemed to be try- 
ing to see how much money he could 
spend. If he was trying to impress me, he 
wasn’t having much luck. The way he 
fawned all over me got on my nerves, and 
his conversation wasn’t exactly brilliant. 

He was a fat. short boy. When we 
danced, his thick flesh shone with perspira- 
tion and his soft hand felt hot and moist. 
Honestly, he gave me the creeps. 


‘D MET EDDIE when I was a freshman 

in high school. He was a senior then 
and he’d carry my books for me when- 
ever I let him. He lived alone with his 
mother, a widow. It didn’t take long to 
see what a spoiled mama’s boy he was. 

The next year he and his mother had 
moved to a neighboring town. We didn't 
see Eddie for a while, then he began com- 
ing through our town in a sporty new 
car. We found out he’d landed a very 
good traveling job with a wholesale firm 
which surprised everyone since he’d never 
been overly bright in school. Judging by 
the clothes he wore and the cars he drove 
he was doing all right for himself. 

He began phoning me when he came 
through town. After I started working at 
the drug store he’d stop in for a soda 
when he was in town. 

There was a kind of puppy dog adora- 
tion in the way he looked at me. I was 
used to that, though, because there were 
plenty of other boys hanging around the 
soda fountain begging me for dates too. 
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I'd tell a fib if I said I didn’t enjoy it. Any 
girl likes being the belle of the ball. 

I made Eddie take me home early that 
night and I sat way over on my side, gos- 
siping brightly. I didn’t want to encourage 
him any into thinking he really had a 
chance with me. His moist hand left the 
steering wheel several times, trying to hold 
mine and when we stopped in front of my 
house, he made a stab at kissing me. I 
managed to elude him, though, so I only 
got a damp peck on the cheek. 

“I had a swell time, Eddie,” I said 
nervously, “Thanks a million.” I opened 
my door and half ran up the walk. 

Eddie followed me to the door. “Gosh it 
was swell of you to go with me, Babs,” he 
said humbly. 

The next day. the florist delivered a 
dozen beautiful red roses from Eddie. It 
was kind of thrilling at that. None of the 
fellows I knew at school had a flashy car 
or the spending money to lavish on expen- 
sive flowers. 

A few days later, Eddie stopped at the 
fountain again. It was late and we'd had 
an awful rush all afternoon. My back and 
legs were dog tired. I made Eddie his 
usual, a frosted coke and sat down beside 
him in a booth with a weary sigh, glad 
for a moment’s rest. 

“IT hate to see you working so hard, 
Babs.” he scowled, his eyes worrying over 
my face. “A pretty girl like you shouldn’t 
have to work.” 

I shrugged off his concern with a light 
remark, but at the moment I was ready to 
agree. If my folks weren’t so hard pressed 
for money, I’d have quit before that. It 
wasn’t easy to keep up with my home 
work when I worked every day after school. 

“You know,” Eddie hinted, fumbling 
with his straw, “if you married a guy with 
plenty of money, you wouldn’t have to 
work, ever.” He warmed up to the sub- 
ject, “A girl like you ought to have a fine 
home and nice things and a maid—” 

Oh, I got what he was hinting at all 
right. He was a guy with a good job and 
plenty of money. It was a not too subtle 
proposal. 

I pretended to miss the point. “I'll find 
me a millionaire some day,” I answered 
breezily. Then I hopped up to wait on 
a couple at the fountain. 

That night. though, as I lay in bed, al- 
most too tired to sleep, I thought to my- 
self, “Babs Leighton, you’re a dope. You’ve 
been poor all your life. Now you want to 
marry a struggling young cow puncher so 
you can be poor the rest of your life. A 
guy like Eddie Williams has plenty of 
many. Think of the things he could give 
you!” 

Yes, I answered myself, he could give 
me everything but love. Only Hank could 
give me that. And again I went to sleep 
with tears on my cheeks and Hank’s name 
on my lips like a prayer. 

That next week I had several dates with 
Eddie Williams. I tried to keep him from 
spending so much money, but he insisted, 
“There’s plenty where that came from.” I 


had the uncomfortable feeling that, realiz- 
ing he was making little progress with his 
personality, he was trying to buy me. 

Moms was still up one night when I got 
home. She wasn’t at all happy about my 
dating Eddie Williams. “Babs, you know 
you don’t care anything about Eddie.” she 
fretted, sitting on the edge of my bed in 
her bathrobe. “You shouldn’t let him spend 
so much money on you. He may be getting 
serious. You don’t want to hurt him.” 

I unpinned that evening’s corsage and 
slipped out of my dress. “I’m not leading 
him on, Moms,” I reassured her. “I haven’t 
given him any encouragement. If he wants 
to throw money away on me that’s his 
business.” 

The very next evening, Hank saw Eddie 
and me together. We were riding down 
main street after dinner, and there was 
Hank, walking down the sidewalk. He 
saw us and I caught a glimpse of his 
shocked, hurt face. I slid closer to Eddie, 
looking up at him and laughing gaily at 
something he’d said. My heart was racing. 
This was the moment I'd planned for! The 
rest of the evening I was gay and friendly 
with Eddie. I felt a little sorry for the 
poor guy and I wanted to be nice to him 
for all the money he’d spent on me. 

The very next day. Hank came into the 
drug store. It was the first time I’d seen 
him since that awful night I’'d made a fool 
of myself by proposing to him. My heart 
got its usual fluttery. sinking sensation the 
minute I saw him. If only he knew how 
much I loved him! 

He was angry. I could tell by the tight 
look around his lips and the way his jaw 
was knotted. He asked me to come out to 
the alley where the station wagon was 
parked. 

“So youre going through with your 
childish threats,” he fumed. 

I felt a thrill of triumph. Hank was jeal- 
ous! My plan was working. If he really 
loved me, he’d marry me now to keep 
Eddie from getting me. 

“Sure I’m dating Eddie,” I retorted. “He 
asked me to marry him. And a girl could 
do a lot worse. He has plenty of money.” 

Hank’s face looked drawn and _ sick. 
From the lines under his eyes I judged 
he’d been through a few sleepless nights, 
too. “I can’t let you do it, Babs,” he 
choked. 

I shrugged. “I don’t see how it’s any of 
your business. You don’t want to marry 
me—” 

“Babs,” he whispered, “don’t say that. I 
love you. I can’t fight it any longer. “s 

My heart gave a glad cry. I’d won! 
Hank had come back to me. I stood on 
tiptoes beside the station wagon, crying 
and laughing at the same time and let him 
kiss me and I didn’t give a hang if the 
whole town saw. 

“Oh, Babs. Babs dearest,” he murmured. 
I could feel the pounding of his heart 
against me. 

The next day I walked on clouds. Satur- 
day night I was going out with Hank. Sat- 
urday night we were going to get officially 


engaged. He told me he was going to give 
me a ring. I didn’t get a single order right 
at the fountain all that day! 

Then, late Saturday, as I was ironing 
my dress for my date with Hank, Eddie 
phoned. Impatiently, I told him I had a 
date that night and tried to hang up, but 
he insisted on seeing me. He threatened to 
come down to the house and cause a row 
if I wouldn’t see him for a few minutes. He 
sounded a little drunk, so rather than 
cause a disturbance, I agreed to go for a 
short ride with him. 

When we drove away from the house I 
realized, uneasily, that he really was tight. 
His round face was damp and his eyes 
were glassy. He raced through town, tak- 
ing curves dangerously fast and running 
red lights. 

“Eddie!” I cried nervously. “take it easy 
or you'll get us both killed.” But he only 
laughed. He kept glancing in the mirror 
as if watching to see if we were being fol- 
lowed. 

“Got a present for you, Babs,” he said 
with a loose tongue. “You can wear it to- 
night ’n’ ask Hank Evans if he can ever 
buy you anythin’ as nice.” 

“Eddie. you’re crazy!” I cried. “I don’t 
want any present and please stop driving 
this way.” I began crying. 

He pulled off the main road into a side 
lane and jammed on the brakes. Then he 
fumbled in a pocket, drew out a tiny box. 
When he opened it, my eyes widened at a 
diamond encrusted wrist watch that must 
have cost at least five hundred dollars. 

“Eddie.” I gasped. “You know I couldn't 
accept anything like that!” 

“Sure you could,” he insisted. He 
grabbed my wrist and held it while he 
fastened the watch band around it. “Please 
take it, Babs. I want you to have it. I 
want to give you nice things. You're so 
beautiful you ought to have beautiful 
things.” He moved closer, pulling me into 
his arms. “I love you, Babs,” he went on, 
thickly. “Everytime I’m with you, I nearly 
go nuts I love you so much. Please marry 
me, little Babs, and I'll bring you pretty 
things all your life.” 

With mingled horror and pity I realized 
that he was crying. His round, weak face 
was all screwed up like a baby asking for 
a pretty toy. His fat, moist hands were 
pawing me. 

“Please, Eddie,” I whispered. growing 
more frightened every minute, “take me 
home.” 

But he had lost all control of himself. 
His hands kept touching at me, pulling at 
my clothes. “You must like me,” he in- 
sisted. “On our last date, you were so sweet 
to me. I knew then you were beginnin’ to 
really like me.” 

Our last date. My frantic memory raced 
over the things I'd done and said. Yes, I 
had been sweeter to him that night. But it 
was partly because I was so pleased that 
Hank had seen us together and partly be- 
cause I wanted to repay him for the time 
and money he’d spent on me. And he'd 
misunderstood. He’d thought I was begin- 
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courage him. Oh, what a terrible 
I'd made! 
d to keep from bawling with fear, 
keep my voice steady. “Of c-course 
i, Eddie, as a friend. But I can’t 
ou—not ever—” I strained away 
powerful arms. “I never led you 
I'd marry I'm going to 
Hank. Pig 
round, boyish face changed. It 
masked with rage and frustration. 
| too! The way you acted the last 


you- 


were together.” 
I'd played up to him for Hank’s 
and he’d taken me seriously. 
can’t do things like that to a guy, 
he snarled. “Get his hopes all up 
e him the air. I won't let you go. 
yng to me—” 
id me wedged up against the corner 
at. Wildly. I struggled. but he was 
I felt his hands tear the buttons 
ont of my blouse. Then the outrage 
fat, sweating hands fumbling at my 


Eddie.” 


I sobbed hysterically, 
alone 


SUDDENLY stopped, but not be- 

ise of my struggles. Faintly, there 

sound of a police siren coming 

e direction of town. In the dim twi- 

[ could see his face turn gray with 

Then, frantically, he started the car 
ked out of the lane. 

limp with fear and humiliation, 

d to realize clearly what was hap- 

[ knew Eddie was driving like a 

n and sobbing like a frightened 


ren grew louder until it filled my 
nd spotlights flashed around us. 
me. Eddie slammed on the brakes 
1 sharp turn to keep from turning 
hen there were cars all around us, 
us on the side of the road. Spot- 
olared in our eyes. 
them all right!” I heard a man 


lly, I realized there were men all 
sur car, yanking the doors open. 
us outside. Some of the men had 
niforms of highway patrolmen. 
e it is!” one of the men cried, hold- 
1y wrist on which glittered the dia- 
vatch. “She’s wearing it!””» When he 
my arm, my torn blouse fell open 
ieard a man laugh coarsely. “They 


havin’ a real party.” 


her man said, “Hey, ain’t that Babs 
a?” 

is. Always figured a gal that good 
would get herself in trouble one 


becoming too hysterical to under- 
hat was going on. Finally. they 
into town. It wasn’t until much 
it night, when they'd calmed me 
that I became rational 
for things to make sense. 


edatives, 


had me in a hospital room under 
suard. Moms and Dad were beside 
1, looking old and frightened. And 


Hank was there. too. his face pale with 
worry. When I opened my eyes he moved 
up to the bed and held my hand tightly. 

“Are you able to talk. Babs?” he asked 
gently. 

I nodded. I was aware that something 
dreadful had happened. but I hadn’t be- 
gun to imagine how bad it was until they 
told me. Their words fluttered against my 
ears, all blurry and unreal. I simply 
couldn’t make myself believe what they 
were telling me. 

Eddie Williams was a thief! He’d stolen 
the diamond watch from a jewelry store in 
a town a few miles away. Worse. he'd 
robbed several filling stations. That’s where 
he’d gotten the money to splurge on me. 
And the most horrible part—the police be- 
lieved that I was his accomplice. 

As they told me the story. I felt a scream 
building up in my throat. I wanted to cry 
out, to beg somebody to tell me this was all 
a tragic nightmare. But from the looks on 
my parents’ faces and on Hank’s face, I 
knew it was true. 

Gently, because of my state of shock. 
Hank told me the rest of it. Eddie hadn't 
had the good job we all believed. It was 
all front. The big car he drove was a com- 
pany car. He barely made enough to sup- 
port himself and his mother. Because he 
loved me, though. he’d wanted to make a 
big impression on me. So he'd stolen to 
do it. 

Hank was being kind and gentle because 
of my emotional state. but I could see the 
disgust, thinly hidden. in his eyes. when he 
looked at me. What could he think of a 
girl who would do what I'd done to Eddie? 
How could he ever. love me again? 


The next day I had to appear at the 
questioning. It was a ghastly ordeal. If 
Hank hadn’t been at my side I don’t think 
I could have gone through it. 

Word had spread all over town about 
how I'd been half undressed when they 
picked me up with Eddie. I knew gossips’ 
tongues were wagging overtime. 

At the hearing. they told me that Eddie 
had pleaded guilty to the theft charge and 
had cleared me of that part. Now they 
wanted to know if I wished to bring assault 
charges against Eddie? 

I looked across the room at the fright- 
ened, broken boy. and I thought with al- 
most unbearable remorse, “I’ve done this 
to you, Eddie. I’m the guilty one. They 
should try me.” 

I knew if I brought assault charges it 
would clear my reputation. but Eddie 
would go to prison for an even longer term. 
I couldn’t add that to my burden of guilt. 
I shook my head. blinded with tears. “No. 
Eddie didn’t attack me. It was my fault.” 
Shame flooded my cheeks as I heard the 
whispers around the room and the stares, 
eating at me. 

I had as good as admitted that I'd let 
Eddie make love to me the night before. 
But I didn’t care what people thought. It 
was what Hank must be thinking about me 
that nearly killed me. 


As they led Eddie out of the room he 
shuffled past my chair. He stopped for a 
moment and his haggard face turned to 
me. “I’m sorry I caused you all this trou- 
ble. Babs.” he said wearily. “It’s just that 
I loved you so much and I wanted to give 
you something nice... .” 

His mother was there, a poor, broken old 
woman. What would she do now, I won- 
dered. a cold hand clutching at my heart. 
Eddie was all she had. Who would care for 
her—support her? 

I stayed in bed at home the rest of that 
day. half drugged with sedatives. I didn’t 
know if I'd ever see Hank again, but when 
I opened my eyes in the cool dusk, he wa- 
beside my bed. 

“Hank.” I whispered, tears springing to 
my eyes. “There is one thing you must 
know. I didn’t let Eddie—I mean—” 

He gently touched my lips with his 
finger. “Hush. baby.” he said gently. “I 
knew you were protecting Eddie. He tried 
to force you to make love last night, didn’t 
he?” 

“Yes,” I answered, unable to meet his 
steady eyes. “But—but it really wasn’t his 
fault. I'd used him. encouraged him to 
date me just so I could make you jealous, 
and he thought I was beginning to care for 
him. I did a terrible thing.” 

“Yes.” Hank agreed. “you did. Babs. 
Love isn’t a game. You can’t play with peo- 
ple’s affections just to help your own self- 
ish aims.” But then his face softened and 
he squeezed my hand. “You aren’t alto- 
gether to blame, darlin’. A girl as pretty as 
you has two strikes against her to begin 
with. People just won’t let her be normal. 
They spoil and pamper her like some spe- 
cial breed.” 

Then he sighed. “It’s partly my fault 
too, for not marryin’ you weeks ago. I just 
couldn’t believe that a girl so beautiful 
and wonderful could really love me!” 

“Hank,” I whispered shakily. If ever I 
needed his arms it was that moment. And 
he took me into them. 

I wish I could say it ended there. with 
me in Hank’s arms, and we got married 
right away. But my conscience kept re- 
minding me of that lonely old woman. Ed- 
die’s mother, and I knew I'd never be able 
to live with myself again if I turned my 
back on her. It’s always the innocent peo- 
ple in a tragedy like this who get hurt the 
worst. 

It wasn’t easy to make myself go to her. 
but I had to do it. She was terribly bittet 
at first, and then she broke into tears and 
we were in each other’s arms. Eddie will 
be in prison for two years. I’ve quit school 
and I’m working full time so I can send 
my pay check to Eddie’s mother every 
week, until he gets home. It’s all she has 
to live on, till then. 

Hank and I will have to wait those two 
long years before we can marry. But w 
are both working hard. Hank is saving 
all he can so that we can start our married 
life on our own little ranch. And with 
someone as wonderful as Hank to wait for, 


I’m sure I can stand it! THE END 











